A VERDI— IL Trovatore. (Libretto) 





Lincoln Hall 
Comell University 
Ithaca, NY 14853-4101 





ITALIAN 
AND ENGLISH TEXT 
AND MUSIC OF THE PRINCIPAL AIRS 


@/ IL TROVATORE | 



















eq | “sù 
SII \ 4, (THE TROUBADOUR) S; 
Al AN \ /, È i hey o 


na 
2, 
aK 
) 
NÉ: A 
WA SED 
PO 
Ù 
y 
, 


BY | 
VERDI 


on 5 







ri - C1 


LIVER. DITSON COMPAN 


ve \ BOSTON pa 





4 3 


pela ian 
er = E 
fi Sy 


| N: VERANO 
‘Ory 4 


Ry"? 
SH-DITSON& C272 sual be 


we Se 
: New Yorks AG pe ce 

















AN 















































Secular Choral Works 





PUBLISHED BY 


OLIVER DITSON COMPANY 





ABT, FRANZ —» N 


. PRICE 

Cinderella. (Women’s Voices). .........-v10... e. 50 
‘ANDERTON, THOMAS © 

‘The Wreck of the Hesperus. .......... revoca. 40 


ut 
BEETHOVEN, LUDWIG van 
‘ Uhoral Fantasia. (Octavo No. 4547.) (Vocal parte 


_ only)... 16 
Ninth Symphony. (Octavo No. 10, 580. (Vocal parta 
| OM1Y).. ce eeegeeeeeeeees vrsrerers0eo0 35 


i 
-BENNETT, WILLIAM STERNDALE 


The May Queen............... cere erarerenee, 50; 


BERWALD, W. i 
Queen of the Night.............c..cerrcrrcrare 40 
C#Rustic:Life..cir iti n 150 
BRUCH, MAX 
* $Fair Ellen .. 0. ec eee ce cece ence eeneens sa. SÒ 


BUCK} DUDLEY Pa 
+The Legend of Don Munio....... .1 25 
do . (Separa. Chorus Parte)! 75 





‘ 


BULLARD (F. F.) & MAYHEW (GRACE) si 
‘+ The Sleighing Frolic. (Women's Voices)........... 30 


BUSCH, CARL 
{King Olaf.. si 
| 4The League ‘of the Alps. 
{Paul Revere’s Ride... 





. COWEN, FREDERIC n. 





The Rose Maiden. . DA SE innate 18 
ENSIGN, J. L. i 

The Culprit Fay... ....l...-.....00-1 00000000000 80 
GADE, NIELS W. ì 

Crusaders, The, ...... 0... rece ee ee en ee 75 

Érl-King*s Daughter, ‘The. oie Slade ervey stew 50 

Spring Greeting. (Spring's Message) E Vases EO! 
GAUL, ALFRED R. ae ae 5 

Joan of AC.... 6... cece cece eee eee ever neerecee 15 
HADLEY, HENRY K. 

‘fIn Music's Praise. Cina rea OO: 
HAYDN, FRANZ JOSEF 

Autumn. (From “The Seasons”). stero re serene’ BO 

- Seasons, The. (Complete). . fa decparan e atea sie TO 

Spring. (From ‘The Séasons”), . ahi agisca. AE 
JORDAN, JULES ‘ È 

tBarbara Frietchie..................icr cer 30 
LAHEE, HENRY 

Building of the Ship.................-... see 750 
MENDELSSOHN, FELIX 

Loreley. Op. 98... Hades Lab ae lane ite i SNe 40 





NOYES, CHARLES F. 
{The Village Blacksmith... 


OWST, W. G. i 


et be ee seeces 





ROOT, GEORGE F. 
Belshazzar’s Feast .. : 
The Haymazers. (Revised), 
The Pilgrim Fathers. 


TROWERIDGE, J. E. 
The Heroes of °76...... se tenweseres 


20900 


{Works marked ¢ have orchestra parts which may be rented from the publishers, 


(Revised) sai 


PRICE 


vececereee 40 


The Message of the Winds. ...........-..000r0-+0 50 
| PEASE, FREDERIC H. 
i Old Clock on the Stairs..............e0- 000000000 50 
RAFF, JOACHIM ace 
Elegy. (Octavo No. PGBAT ccf sweet tae ee 24 
ROECKEL, JOSEPH L. | 
Violet in Fairy Land. (Girla’ Voices).......,...... 50 
ROMBERG, ANDREAS 
The Song of the Bell.................-ers0s00000 50 
ROOT, GEORGE F. - 
The New Flower Queen. (Women's Valea: sso 75 
ROOT (G. F.) & MACY (J. ta ; 
The Pilgrim Fathers..............0.0000 0000001 00 
SMART, HENRY “e 
© King Rene's Daughter. (Women’s Voices). ........1 00 
STEVENSON, FREDERICK , 
May Day...... ire iicreerr ice enererenavone 40 
THOMAS, J. R. È - 
The Picnic. (Girls’ Voices)......,......00r 00000 75 
VAN BREE, JOHANNES B. 
St. Cooilia’s Day...:............ eee 50 
DRAMATIC CANTATAS: 
(With directions fer staging) 
| ANDREWS, EBEN E. 
Ruth and Boaz. settee cere nico zine sr eenir0 60 
BRADBURY Do FB) AR ROOT 
Esther . we RO seid Slav adjinsore o-ntn aravaiasd/ here 
BUCK, DUDLEY i 
The Legend of Don Munio................0..00 001,25 
BUTTERFIELD, J. A. 
_ Belshazzar. (Can be given without action) .. 100 
CHADWICK, J. M. 
Joseph's Bondage. .......... 00000... 00 
DIEEL, LOUIS S. 
Dress Rehesrsal, The. . secirare 50 
HODGES, D. F. ° pi 
‘Rebecca. (Words and music by D. F. se te 0.1 90 


Ltd eee ee pe ee ae eee 





severe c0. 


=] 

















| ge as 12m — 
WW tins. Nebbia - 
Pdi QuMtoury -VERDI’S e 
Orti veneta | | MATTI 


IL TROVATORE 


(THE TROUBADOU R) 








Sth 


“ge 

0, E 

Citic alloy, 
9// Unity 00 . 


CONTAINING THE 
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LSRAMATIS PERSONA 


THE COUNT.DI LUNA ‘ 3 È 3 x x BARITONE 


FERRANDO, In His SERVICE . a È l A BASS 

THE DUCHESS LEONORA . 3 + : : a SOPRANO 
INEZ, in HER SERVICE . ; ‘ a a si i MEzzo-SOPRANO 
AZUCENA, a Gipsy : ; : 2 È : ALTO 
MANRICO, THE TrouBADOUR, HER REPUTED Son . TENOR 

RUIZ, in His SERVICE. so Ea 3 ; È BARITONE 


FOLLOWERS OF THE Count, Guarps, Nuns, GIPsIrs, Etc. 


THE SCENE IS LAID PARTLY IN BISCAY AND PARTLY IN ARRAGON 


TIME: BEGINNING OF THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY 


THE STORY IS TAKEN FROM A DRAMA OF ANTONIO GARCIA GATTEERES, 
WITH THE SAME TITLE 


THE STORY OF «IL TROVATORE” 


HE old Count di Luna, now deceased, 

| had two sons, not much apart in age. 
One night, while they were both yet in 

their infancy and under the care of a nurse, an 
old gipsy-woman — a tribe which, at that dark 
age, was universally believed to be closely allied 
to evil spirits, and possessing great magic pow- 
ers — was discovered by the servants near the 
cradle of the youngest of the two children, to 
whose chamber she had stealthily gained access, 
while the nurse was asleep. The gipsy was 


quickly and violently expelled from the castle,. 


but from that day the child’s health began to 
fail. No remedies proving of avail, the old gipsy 
was suspected of having bewitched the child. 
Search was instituted, the woman taken prisoner, 
and, agreeably to the barbarous modes of pun- 
ishment of the times, burned alive. A daughter 
of the gipsy, with her child in her arms, wit- 
nessed the execution. To her the unhappy 
victim of superstition bequeathed the task of 
vengeance. During the night following the 
young gipsy managed to steal the youngest child 
of the Count from the castle. She hurried with 
it to the stake, where the flames were still raging 
over the remains of her ill-fated mother. Arrived 
there, and almost out of her senses by the vivid 
recollection of the horrible scene she had just 
witnessed, she, by a fatal mistake, hurled her 
own child into the flames instead of the young 
Count. She discovered her error too late. But 
still she was not to be baffled in her dark de- 
signs. She fled, taking the child with her, joined 
her tribe, and brought him up — Manrico, the 
Troubadour —as her own son, trusting the secret 


of his parentage to no one, and waiting for a 
favorable moment to make him the tool of her 
vengeance against his own kindred. 

In the meanwhile the old Count died, leaving 
the oldest son sole heir of his title and possessions, 
but doubting, up to his last moment, the death 
of his last born, although a heap of infant’s bones, 
found among the ashes around the stake, seemed 
to be proof conclusive. i 

After this preliminary knowledge we now 
come to the actual business of the piece. 

Manrico, grown up a valiant and daring 
knight, well skilled in arms, and of high mind 
and bearing, entered the contest at a tourney 
disguised, won all the honors, and was crowned 
victor by the hands of the Duchess Leonora, 
lady attendant on the Queen. From this 
moment dated a passionate love, shared by both. 
The Troubadour made his feelings known by 
nightly serenades performed below the window 
of the Duchess. 

Unhappily, the Count di Luna (brother to 
Manrico, although this was unknown to both of 
them) was also smitten with a deep passion for 
the Duchess. One night, while the Count was 
lingering in the gardens attached to the Royal 
palaces, he suddenly heard the voice of the 
Troubadour in a thicket close by. Presently a 
door in the palace buildings opened, the Duch- 
ess stole out, and mistaking the Count for his 
sweet-voiced rival, she hastened towards him. 
Manrico stepping out from the foliage, she saw 
her mistake and sought his protection. Hard 
words passed between the two rivals. The 
Troubadour unmasked himself, revealing to his 


antagonist the features of one whose life had 
been forfeited to the laws by some act of violence 
against the existing government. The two 
knights retired with drawn swords to a more 
secluded spot, leaving the Duchess insensible 
on the ground. 

The duel — this we learn from a conversation 
between Azucena and her supposed son, at the 
beginning of the second act — quickly termi- 
nated in favor of the Troubadour. ‘The latter 
had already lifted his sword, to pierce the heart 
of his adversary, when he felt the influence of 
some secret power suspending the intended 
motion. A voice from heaven seemed to say to 
him, “Spare thy foe.” Manrico, obeying re- 
luctantly, retired. Joining the army, opposing 
his country’s forces, he was left for dead on the 
battle-field of Pelilla. His mother sought him 
out by night, intending to give him fit burial. 
She discovered that life was not yet extinct, and 
had him removed to one of the mountain resorts 
of her tribe, and there restored him to health. 
Thus we find him at the beginning of Act Second, 
yet feeble and suffering. 

His Prince, having heard of Manrico’s being 
still alive, despatched a messenger to his re- 
treat, bidding him to repair to the fortress of 
Castellar and to defend it against the forces of 
the Count di Luna. At the same time he com- 
municated to him that the Duchess Leonora, be- 
lieving in the current reports of his death, was 
about to take the veil that very evening, at a 
convent in the neighborhood of Castellar. Upon 
receipt of this message Manrico at once de- 
parted, and arrived at the convent just in time 
to rescue Leonora, who was about to be carried 
off forcibly by the Count di Luna and his fol- 
lowers. The Troubadour conducted the Duch- 
ess to Castellar, which place was immediately 
enclosed and besieged by the Count di Luna’s 
troops. 

Azucena, following Manrico (to whom she had 
become unconsciously attached) to Castellar, 
had ventured too far in the lines of the enemy, 
was taken prisoner and led before the Count, 


charged with being a spy. Here it happened 
that an old servant of the house of Luna, Fer- 
rando, recognized her features. The gipsy, 
frightened and confounded by this unexpected 
discovery, called for her son Manrico to protect 
her. This only added to the Count’s wrath, who 
gave orders to have her burned immediately in 
face of the castle. 

The: Troubadour, in the meanwhile, was 
making preparations to celebrate his union with 
Leonora on the morrow, when he was informed 
by the sentinels that a gipsy woman was about to 
be burned alive in front of the enemy’s camp. 
Quickly recognizing the form of his mother, he 
gathered a squad of his troops around him and 
sallied out to rescue his ill-fated mother. But 
fortune was against him; his forces were repulsed 
and himself taken. 

The Count di Luna, after storming the for- 
tress of Castellar on the day following — but 
without finding a trace of Leonora — took his 
prisoners to the capital of the province. Here, 
on the eve before the day fixed for the execution 
of son and mother, Leonora suddenly appeared 
before the Count, offering him her hand in ex- 
change for the life of Manrico. The Count 
consents, and Leonora is admitted into the dun- 
geon, to restore Manrico to liberty. Before she 
enters, however, she takes poison, which she 
carried concealed in a ring on her finger. Man- 
rico refuses to accept of his liberty, accusing the 
Duchess of basely betraying his affections. Dur- 
ing this delay the poison begins to take its effect. 
Manrico discovers the extent of her sacrifice too 
late. The Count enters, understands at a glance 
what has happened, and orders Manrico to be 
beheaded immediately. While his order is be- 
ing obeyed, he rouses the gipsy from the stupor 
in which she has been lying, motionless, in a 
corner of the dungeon. He drags her to the 
window, showing her the execution of her supposed 
son. ‘Then the gipsy triumphantly divulges her 
secret. ‘Manrico is thy brother!” exclaims she 
to. the horror-stricken Count, and with a 
“Mother! thou art avenged,” she falls lifeless. 


IL TROVATORE 


(THE TROUBADOUR) 


ACT I. 


THE DUEL. 


SCENE I—Vestibule in the palace of Aliaferia, with side 
door conducting to the apartments of Count pr Luna. Fer- 
RANDO and servants of the Count reclining near the door. 
Armed men are seen walking in the background. 


Ferrando 
(to the servants, who are falling asleep). 
Arouse ye! arouse ye! The Count’s ap- 
proach 
Must find us watchful: 
Ye know ’tis his wont 
Under the casement of his beloved one 
To pass whole nights unsleeping. 
Servants. 
*Tis the venom of jealous doubt 
That has entered his bosom. 
Ferrando. 
This minstrel knight, who in the garden 
Sings with his lute at midnight, 
Seems a rival not idly dreaded. 
Servants. 
Pray dispel from our eyelids 
The sleep that on us falls, 
By now relating the truthful tale 
Of Garzia, late brother to Count Luna. 
Ferrando. 
Be it so; 


Come close around me here. 
(The servants cluster around him.) 
Soldiers. 


We're ready. 


Servants. 


We hear thee. 


(All surround FERRANDO.) 
Ferrando. 
With two sons, heirs of fortune and affec- 


tion, 





ATTO I. 


IL DUELLO. 


SCENA I—Atrio nel palazzo dell’ Aliaferia; porta da un 
lato, che mette agli appartamenti del Conte DI Luna. Fer- 
RANDO, e molti famigliari del CONTE, che giacciono presso la 
porta, alcuni uomini d'arme che passeggiano in fondo. 


Ferrando 
(parla ai famigliari). 


All’ erta, all’ erta! Il Conte 

N° è d’uopo attender vigilando ; ed egli 
Talor, presso i veroni 

Della sua cara, intere 

Passa le notti. 


Famigliari.' 
Gelosia le fiere 
Serpi gli avventa in petto! 

Ferrando. 
Nel Trovator, che dai giardini muove 
Notturno il canto, d’un rivale a dritto 
Ei teme. 

Famigliari. 
Dalle gravi 
Palpébre il sonno a discacciar, la vera 
Storia ci narra di Garzia, germano 
Al nostro Conte. 

Ferrando. 
La dirò: venite 
Intorno a me. 


(Famigliari eseguiscono accostandosi pur essi.) 
Arme. 


Noi pure— 
Famigliari. 
Udite, udite. 


(Tutti accerchiano FERRANDO.) 
Ferrando. 


Di due figli vivea, padre beato, 
Il buon Conte di Luna 
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Lived the Count in enjoyment; Fida nutrice del secondo nato 
Watching the younger for his safe protec- Dormia presso la cuna 
tion Sul romper dell’ aurora un bel mattino 
The good nurse found employment. Ella dischiude i rai, 
One morning, as the dawn’s first rays were E chi trova d’accanto a quel bambino? 
shining, 


From her pillow she rose,— 
Who was found, think ye, near the child 
reclining? 
Chorus. Coro. 
Who? Pray tell us! speak, disclose! Chi?—Favèlla—chi mai? 





ABBIETTA ZINGARA — SAT THERE A GIPSY HAG _ Ballad (Ferrando) 
Allegretto 
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Chorus. 
*Twas just resentment their bosoms swell- 
ing; 
For her offences was she expelled. 
Ferrando. 
She declared that to read the stars prevailing 
At his birth, was her mission. 
’T was falsehood! Soon they found the child 
was failing, 
And in wasting condition; 
With features pale and wan, languid, weak 
and weary. 
Coming darkness appalled him, 
The days passed slowly in lamentations 


dreary ; 


The hag’s dark spell enthralled him! 
(All appear horrified.) 


Sought they the gipsy on all sides turning, 

Seized, and condemned her to death by 
burning. 

One child, accursed, left she remaining, 

Quick to avenge her, no means disdaining. 

Thus she accomplished her dark retribution! 

Lost was the young child; search unavailing ; 

But on the site of the hag’s execution 

They found, ’mid the embers (a scene of 
horror 

Their eyes assailing), of a young infant, 

Alas! the bones half consumed and burning. 


hag was soon ex-pelld, the 
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guilt-y hag was soon ex- pell'd. 


Coro. 
Giusto quei petti sdegno commosse; 
L’infame vecchia lo provocò! 


rando. 

Asserì che tirar del fanciullino 
L'oroscopo volea— 

Bugiarda !'—Lenta febbre del meschino 
La salute struggea! 

Coverto di pallor, languido, affranto 
Ei tremava la sera, 

Il dì traeva in lamentevol pianto— 


Ammaliato egli era! 
(Il coro inorridisce.) 


La fattuchiera perseguitata 

Fù presa, e al rogo fù condannata; 
Ma rimanea la maledetta 

Figlia, ministra di ria vendetta!— 
Compì quest’ empia nefando eccesso!— 
Sparve il bambino—e si rinvenne 

Mal spenta brage, nel sito stesso 

Ov’ arsa un giorno la strega venne!— 
E d’un bambino—ohimé!—l’ ossame 
Bruciato a mezzo, fumante ancor? 
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Chorus. 
Ah! fiend inhuman! such deeds revolting 
My soul with horror and hatred fill! 
Some of Chorus. 
The father? 
Ferrando. 
Few his days, and filled with sorrow; 
Yet a secret presentiment at heart made 
him still hopeful ; 
It told him his son was living; 
And on his dying bed he claimed of the 
Count, our master, 
His solemn promise, a careful search to in- 
stigate. 
Ah! how vainly! 
Chorus of Soldiers. 
But what of her? 
No tidings as yet you’ve heard? 
Ferrando. 
No word hath reached us! Oh, heaven grant 
‘That haply we may meet one day! 


Chorus of Servants 

And were it so, would’st thou know her? 
Ferrando. 

Yes, by counting the years 

That have vanished, I should know her. 
Chorus of Soldiers. 

Be that 

The moment, down near her mother 

In perdition to send her! 
Ferrando. 

To perdition? 

earth 


*Tis believed, that on this 


She’s doomed to wander—she, the soul-ac- 
cursed, the witch infernal. 
And when the skies are darkened, 
In forms oft-changing have some beheld her. 
Chorus. 
"Tis true! 
Some of Chorus. 


They say some have seen her o’er housetops 
careering! 


' 
Ù 








Coro. 
Oh, scellerata !'—oh, donna infame! 
Del par m’investe odio ed orror. 
Alcuni. 
E il padre? 
Ferrando. 
Brevi e tristi giorni visse; 
Pure ignoto del cor presentimento 
Gli diceva, che spento 
Non era il figlio; ed a morir vicino 
Bramò che il signor nostro a lui giurasse 
Di non cessar le indagini—ah!—fur vane! 


| Arme. 


E di colei non s’ebbe 
Contezza mai? 
Ferrando. 
Nulla contezza—Oh! dato 
Mi fosse rintracciarla 
Un di! 
Famigliari. 
Ma ravvisarla potresti? 
Ferrando. 
Calcolando 
Gli anni trascorsi—lo potrei. 
Arme. 
Sarebbe 
Tempo presso la madre 
All’ inferno spedirla. 
Ferrando. 
All’ inferno ?—E credenza, che dimori 
Ancor nel mondo l’anima perduta 
Dell’ empia strega, e quando il cielo è nero. 
In varie forme altrui si mostri. 


Coro. 
E vero! 
Alcuni. 
Sull’ orlo dei tetti alcun |’ ha veduta! 
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Others. 
Transformed to a bird, or a vampire appeat- 
ing! 
Still Others. 
Sometimes like a raven, or owl, shrilly cry- 
ing, 
From daylight and thunder she’s seen madly 
flying! 
Ferrando. 
The Count’s faithful servant, the old witch 
assaulting, 


Soon died in an access of terror revolting! 
(All manifest great terror.) 
She came to his chamber, an owl’s form as- 
suming, 
The silence disturbing, the darkness illum- 
ing; 
She gazed on him fiercely with eyes brightly 
flaming; 
With loud cries of anguish the still air was 
rent! 
That moment the bell struck, midnight pro- 
claiming. ‘ 
(A bell suddenly strikes the hour of midnight.) 
Chorus. 
Ah! maledictions fall on the witch of in- 


fernal descent! 


(The servants hasten towards the door. 
retire in the background.) 


‘ne soldiers 


SCENE II—Gardens of the Palace; on one side a flight 
of marble steps, leading to the apartments. Thick clouds 
conceal the moon. 

(Enter Leonora and INEZ.) 
Inez. 
- ‘What still detains thee? late ‘tis growing; 
Come then; already her Highness has called 
thee ; 


Did’st hear her? 
Leonora. : 
Another night goes by, 
Yet him I behold not! 
Inez. 
Peril tends the flame 
That thou dost nourish. 
Oh, tell me, prithee, how the spark 
First was kindled in thy bosom? 





Altri. 
In upupa o strige talora si muta! 


Altri. 
In corvo tal’ altra; più spesso in civetta, 
Sull’ alba fuggente al par di saetta! 


Ferrando. 
Mori di paura un servo del conte, 
Che avea della zingara percossa la fronte! 

(Tutti si pingono, di superstizzoso terrore.) 

Apparve a costui d’ un gufo in sembianza, 
Nell’ alta quiete di tacita stanza !— 
Con occhi lucenti guardava—guardava, 
Il cielo attristando con urlo feral! 


.Allor mezzanotte appunto suonava— 
(Suona mezzanotte.) 


Tutti. 


Ah! sia maledetta la strega infernal! 
(Con subito soprasalto.) 
(Odonzi alcuni tocchi di tamburo. Gli uomini d’arme 
accorrono in fondo; i famigliari traggonsi verso la porta.) 


SCENA II—Giardini del palazzo; sulla destra narmora 
scalinata che mette negli appartamenti. La notte è inoltrata, 
ed dense nubi cuoprono la luna. 


(Entra Leonora ed INEZ.) 
Ines. 
Che più t’arresti?—l’ora è tarda; vieni, 
Di te la regal donna 
Chiese, l’udisti. 


Leonora. 
Un’ altra notte ancora 
Senza vederlo! 

Ines. 
Perigliosa fiamma 
Tu nutri!—Oh, come, dove 
La primieri favilla 
In te s’apprese? 
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Leonora. Leonora. 
At the Tournay. He entered; Ne’ tornei. V’apparvo 
Dark were his vestments and his crest; Bruno le vesti ed il cimier, lo scudo ‘ 
His shield and banner no devices bearing; Bruno e di stemma ignudo, 
An unknown Knight he came, Sconosciuto guerrier, che dell’ agone 
And in the lists bore away all the honors; Gli onori ottente—Al vincitor sul crine 
mine was the hand Il serto io posi—Civil guerra intanto 
That crowned his brow as victor. Soon, a Arse—nol vidi più!—come d’aurato 
civil war outbreaking, Sogno fuggente imago!—ed era volta 
He disappeared. Ah! like a golden vision Lunga stagion—ma poi— 
Fled his dear image! One other moment, 
Long after this,—but then— 
Inez. Ines. 
What chanced then? Che avvenne? 
Leonora. Leonora. 
Now hear! Ascolta! 





TACEA LA NOTTE PLACIDA — THE NIGHT, CALMLY AND PEACEFULLY _ Air (Leonora) 
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Words, like the prayers, a humble heart 
Outpours to heaven when lonely, 
In which one well-known name was oft 
Repeated ; ’twas mine, mine only! 
Reaching in haste the balcony, 
I saw him standing before me! 
Joy, such as only angels know, 
With glowing thrill came o’er me! 
To heart, and eyes, with rapture filled, 
The earth like heaven appeared. ° 
Inez. 
What thou relatest sadly disturbs me, 
Filling my bosom with terror. 
Leonora. 
Tis idle! 
Inez. 
Doubtings and dark forebodings arise within 
me, 
Concerning this Knight’s strange move- 
merits! 
Try to forget him! 
Leonora. 


What saidst thou! 


No more, then! 


Inez. 





Heed friendly counsel ; heed ‘it, 
I pray; heed it! 
Leonora. 
To forget him! 
words 
-Which the soul can ne’er comprehend. 


Ah, thou art speaking 


DI TALE AMOR— OF LOVE LIKE 





UH 


Versi di prece, cd umile, 

Qual d’uom che prega Iddio; 

In quella ripeteasi 

Un nome—il nome mio! 

Corsi al veron sollecita— 

Egli era, egli era desso!— 

Gioja provai che agli angeli 

Solo è provar concesso !— 

Al core, al guardo estatico 

La terra un ciel sembrò! 
Ines. 

Quanto narrasti di turbamento 

M’ ha piena l’anima!—Io tremo— 
Leonora. 

Invano! 
Ines. ' 
Dubbio, ma tristo presentimento 
In me risveglia quest’ uomo arcano! 
Tenta obliarlo— 


Leonora. 
Che dici!—Oh, basti! 
Ines. 
Cedi al consiglio dell’ amistà— 
Cedi— 
Leonora. 
Obliarlo!—Ah! tu parlasti 
Detto, che intendere l’alma non sa. 





THIS, HOW VAINLY . Air(Leonora) 
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Inez (aside). Ines (da se). 

No cause for sad repentance Non debba mai pentirsi 

May coming time disclose! .Chi tanto un ‘giorno amo! 

(They ascend to the apartments.) (Ascendono agli appartamenti.) 

Count. (Enter the Count.) Conte. (Entra il Conte.) 

Night reigns in silence! Her Highness, no Tace la notte! Immersa 

doubt, Nel sonno è, certo, la regal signora; 


Is now immersed in peaceful slumber ; 

Not yet sleeps her companion—Oh! Le- 
onora, 

Thou art still wakeful; the tremulous light 

Now shining from thy casement tells me 

Of thy nocturnal vigils— 

Ah! how this amorous passion 

Thrills each nerve within me!—I must now 
behold thee, 

And thou shalt hear me! 
us belongs 


This blissful moment— 


(Blinded by passion, he approaches the steps, but suddenly 
Pauses, on hearing the sound of a lute.) 


The Troubadour! I tremble! 


To 


Loved one! 


Ma veglia la sua dama—Oh! Leonora, 

Tu desta sei; mel dice 

Da quel verone tremolante un raggio . 
Della notturna lampa— 

Ah!-l’amorosa ‘vampa 

Miarde ogni fibra!—Ch’io ti vegga è d’uopo, 
Che tu m’intenda—Vengo—A noi supremo 


E tal momento — 


(Cieco d’amore avviasi alla gradinata; odonsi gli accordi 
d’un liuto; egli si arresta.) 


Il Trovator!—Io fremo. 
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DESERTO SULLA TERRA— LONELY ON EARTH ABIDING Romanza (Manrico) 
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Count. Conte. 
Oh, accents! I shudder! Oh, detti! Io fremo! 
Manrico. Manrico. 


But that fond treasure gaining, 
Its faith and love obtaining, 
High o’er all kings would soar, 
The happy Troubadour! 

Count. 
Oh, accents! Oh, jealous anger! 


*Tis no error—she approaches! 
(Wraps himself in his mantle.) 
(Enter LEONORA.) 
Leonora 
Chastening towards the Count). 


Oh, my beloved! 

Count. 
What now? 

Leonora. 
More late than usual 
Is thy coming; each moment have I counted 
With heart and pulses beating'—At length’ 
Tis love filled with pity that brings thee 

to these loving arms. 
Voice of the Troubadour. 


Deceiver! 


(The moon emerging from the clouds reveals the figure of 
a masked cavalier.) 
(Enter Manrico.) 
Leonora 


(recognizing each and falling at the feet of Manrico). 
That voice!—Ah, darkness and unrest 


Ma s’ei quel cor possiede, 
‘Bello di casta fede, 
E d’ogni re maggior 
Il Trovator! 
Conte. 
Oh detti, oh gelosia!— 
Non m’inganno—Ella scende; 
(Si avvolge nel suo mantello.) 
(Entra LEONORA.) 
Leonora 
(correndo verso il CONTE). 
Anima mia! 
Conte. 
(Che far!) 
Leonora. 
Più dell’ usato 
E tarda l’ora; io ne contai gl’istanti 
Coi palpiti del core!—Alfin ti guida 
Pietoso amor tra queste braccia— 


Le Voce del Trovatore. 
Infida. 


, (La luna mostrasi dai nugoli, e lascia scorgere una persona, 
di cui la visiera nasconde il volto. 
(Entra MANRIco.) 
Leonora. 


(Riconoscendo entrandi, e gettandosi ai piedi di Manrrco.y 


Qual voce!—Ah, dalle tenebre 
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My eager steps misguided! 
”T was thee, I thought, my words addressed ! 
In thee, not him, confided. 
To thee my soul expandeth! 
No other bliss demandeth! 
I love thee, ah, believe me, 
With lasting, boundless love! 
Count. 
And dar’st thou? 


Manrico 
(raising LEONORA). 
Enough, forgive me! 
Count. 
With rage my heart doth move! 
If thou’rt not base, reveal thyself! 
Leonora. 
Alas! 
Count. 
Thy name declaring— 
Leonora. 
Oh, speak, I pray! 


(Aside to MANRICO). 
Manrico. 


Behold me, then, 
Manrico! 
Count. 
‘Thou ?—wherefore? 
Rash traitor! bold and daring! 
Urgel’s accomplice, the laws have condemned 
thee. 
And dar’st thou thus return 
Within these royal portals? 
Manrico. 
What stays thee? 
aid thee; 
Seize me, thy rival, 
And to the headsman’s gleaming axe 
Consign me. 
Count. 
Thy fatal hour, 
Perchance, already is at hand! 
Oh, insensate! Come then— 


Go call the guards, to 


Leonora. 
Stay thee! 








Tratta in errore io fui! 

A te credei rivolgere 

L’accento, e non a lui— 

A te, che l’alma mia 

Sol ‘chiede, sol desia— 

To t’amo, il giuro, io t’amo 

D’ immenso eterno amor! 
Conte. 

Ed osi?— 


Manrico 
(sollevandola). 


(Ah, più non bramo!) 
Conte. 

Avvampo di furor! 

Se un vil non sei, discovriti. 
Leonora. 

(Ohimé!) 
Conte. 

Palesa il nome— 
Leonora. 

Deh, per pieta!— 


(Sommessamente a Manrico.) 
Manrico. 


Ravvisami, 
Manrico io son. 

Conte. 
Tu!—Come! 
Insano, temerario! 
D’Urgel seguace, a morte 
Proscritto, ardisci volgerti 
A queste regie porte ?— 


Manrico. 
Che tardi?—or via le guardie 
Appella, ed il rivale. 
AI ferro del carnefice 
Consegna. 


Conte. 
Il tuo fatale 
Istante assai più prossimo 
E, dissennato !—Vieni— 
Leonora. 
Conte !— 
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Count. 
To my rage thou’rt victim doomed, 
And fate wills I must slay thee. 
Leonora. 
One moment stay thee! 
Count. 
Follow me. 
Manrico. 
Lead on! 
Leonora. 
(What must I do?— 
A single cry from me 
May cause his ruin!) Hear me. 
Count. 
No! 
Fires of jealous, despised affection 
In my heart are fiercely raging! 
Wretch! thy blood for this foul defection 


Soon shall flow, its pains assuaging! 
(To Leonora.) 
Thou hast dared me, thy passion revealing! 


He thou lovest in death shall lie, 
Thy fond words his fate now sealing, 
By this hand he’s doomed to die! 
Leonora. 
One short moment thy fury restraining, 
Let thine anger give way to reason; 
I, alone, thy base passion disdaining, 
Roused thy hateful charge of treason! 
Let thy vengeance on me then descending, 
Who have scorned thee, and still can defy,— 
Strike thy dagger in this heart offending, 
From thy love that dared to fly. 
Manrico. i 
Vainly anger his proud heart is moving, 
He shall soon fall by death inglorious; 
Haply he who inspires thee with loving 


Is by thy love made ever victorious. 
(To the Count.) 
Thy dark fate is already decided, 


Doomed to perish, thy last hour is nigh! 
Heart and life to my hand are confided, 


Heaven condemns thee, and thou shalt die! 


(The two rivals retire with drawn swords. Leonora falls 
senseless.) 


END OF FIRST ACT. 





Conte. 
Al mio sdegno vittima 
E forza ch’ io ti sveni— 
Leonora. 
Oh ciel!—t’arresta— 
Conte. 
Seguimi— 
Manrico. 
Andiam— 
Leonora. 
Che mai farò ?— 
Un sol mio grido perdere 
Lo puote!) —M'odi— 
Conte. 
No. 
Di geloso amor sprezzato 
Arde in me tremendo foco! 
Il tuo sangue, o sciagurato, 
Ad estinguerlo fia poco! 
(A Leonora.) 
Dirgli, o folle—io t’amo—ardisti— 
Ei più vivere non puo— 
Un accento proferisti, 
Che a morir lo condannò! 
Leonora. 2 
Un istante almen dia loco 
Il tuo sdegno alla ragione— 
Io, sol io di tanto foco 
Son, pur troppo, la cagione! 
Piombi, ah! piombi il tuo furore 
Sulla rea che t’oltraggiò— 
Vibra il ferro in questo core, 
Che te amar non vuol, non può. 
Manrico. 
Del superbo vana è l’ira; 
Fi cadrà da me trafitto. 
Il mortal che amor t’inspira, 
Dall’ amor fu reso invitto. 
La tua sorte è già compita— 
CAL CONTE.) 
L’ora omai per te suonò! 
Il tuo core e la tua vita 


Il destino a me serbò! 


(I due rivali si allontanano con le spade sguainate; Lo» 
NoRA cade priva di sentimento.) 


FINE DELL’ ATTO PRIMO. 
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ACT IL 


THE GIPSY. 


SCENE I—A ruined house at the foot of a mountain 
in Biscay; the interior is partly exposed to view; within, a 
great fire is lighted. Day begins to dawn. 


(Azucena is seated near the fire. Manrico, enveloped in 
his mantle, is lying upon a mattress; his helmet is at his 
feet; in his hand he holds a sword, which he regards fix- 
edly. A band of gipsies are sitting in scattered groups 
around them.) 


Gipsies. . 

See, how the shadows of night are flying! 

Morn breaketh, heaven’s glorious arch un- 
veiling ; 

Like a young widow, who, weary of sigh- 
ing, 

Lays by her garments of sorrow and wail- 
ing. 

Rouse up to labor! 
mer! 

Who makes the gipsy’s a life with pleasure 
laden?” 

The gipsy maiden. 


(They take up the implements of labor, and strike with 
their hammers upon anvils, in regular measure.) 


Men 


(Festing awhile from their labor, they address the women). 
Fill me a bumper; both arm and hand 


New strength and courage draw from flow- 


ing beakers. 
(The women pour out wine for them in rustic cups.) 


All. 


See how the sunlight, radiantly glowing, 
Borrows new beams from our wine-cups o'er- 


Take each his ham- 


flowing! 
Resume our labor! ‘Take each his hammer! 
Who makes the gipsy’s a life with pleasure 
laden? 
The gipsy maiden! 
Azucena 3 
(as she begins to sing, the gipsies gather about her). 





ATTO II. 


LA GITANA. 


SCENA I—Un diruto abituro sulle falde d’un Monte della 
Biscaglia—nel fondo, quasi tutto aperto, arde un gran fuoco, 
I primi albori. : 


(Azucena siede presso il fuoco—Manrico, le sta disteso ac- 
canio sopra una coltrice, ed avviluppato nel suo mantello; ha 
l'elmo ai piedi, e fra le mani la spada, su cui figge immobil. 
mente lo sguardo—Una banda di Zingari è sparso all intorno.) 


Zingari. x 
Vedi! le fosche notturne spoglie 

» De’ cieli sveste l'immensa volta; 
Sembra una vedova che alfin si toglie 
I bruni panni ond’ era involta, 
All’ opra, all’ opra. Dagli, martella. 
Chi del gitano i giorni abbella? 
La zingarella. 


(Danno di piglio ai loro ferri di mestiere—al misurato 
tempestar dei martelli cadenti sulle incudini, ou uomini, ou 
donne, e tutti in un tempo in fine intuonano la cantilena 
seguente.) 

Uomini 
(alle donne, sostando un poco dal lavoro). 
Versami un tratto: lena e coraggio 
Il corpo e l’anima traggon dal bere. 
(Le donne mescono ad essi in rozze coppe.) 


Tutti. 
Oh, guarda, guarda! del sole un raggio 
Brilla più vivido eb) tuo] bicchiere— 
lmio$ 
All’ opra, all’ opra—Dagli, martella— 
{voil ae " 
Quale toa] splende propizia stella? — 


La zingarella. 
Azucena 3 
(canta: gli zingari le si fanno allato). 


STRIDE LA VAMPA— UPWARD THE FLAMES ROLL Air (AZucena) 
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O’er them reflecting, with wild, unearthly 
glare, 
Dark wreaths of flame curl, ascending to 
heaven. 
Gipsies. Zingari. 
Thine is a mournful song! Mesta è la tua canzon! 
Azucena. Azucena. 
Yes, sad indeed, Del pati mesta 
As is the mournful story, Che la storia funesta 
From which it draws its dreary burthen. Da cui tragge argomento! 
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Manrico. 
(Again those mysterious words!) 
Elderly Gipsy. 
Companions, day advances; 
’Tis time to seek for food; let us descend 
To the towns that lie beneath us. 
Manrico. 


Come on, then! 
(Putting away their tools.) 
Women. : 


Come on, then! 


(Commence descending promiscuously; their song is heard 
growing fainter in the distance.) 


Gipsies. 
Who makes the gipsy’s a life with pleasure 
laden? 
The gipsy maiden! 
Manrico 
È (rising). 
All have left us; ah, now relate 
That dark mournful story! 
Azucena. 
Thou dost not know it as yet? 
Thou wert but still young, when, 
Spurred on by ambition, far awav 
Thou didst wander!—My mother’s final 
doom 
This tale relateth. She was charged 
With fearful crimes by a haughty noble, 
Whose failing infant she was accused of 
charming! 
Doomed to the stake, she perished 
Where this fire is burning! 
Manrico. 
Ah, fate unhappy! 


(Drawing back with horror from the fire). 
Azucena. 


In fetters, they led her onward to meet her 
dark fate impending; 

With babe in hand, I followed sadly, with 
tears descending. 

In vain tried I to approach her, through 
crowds that round her were pressing; 

In vain did she attempt to stay, to leave 
with me her blessing. 

Goaded by spears and lances, with oaths and 
jeers assaulted, 


IL TROVATORE 


| Manrico. 
(L’arcana parola ognor!) 
Vecchio Zingara. 
Compagni, avanza il giorno; 
A procacciarci un pan, sù, sù !—scendiamo 
Per le propinque ville. 
Uomini. 
Andiamo. 


(Ripongona sollecitamente nei sacchi i loro arnesi.) 
Donne. 


Andiamo. 


(Tutti scendono alla rinfusa giù per la china; tratto tratto, 
e sempre a maggior distanza, odesi il loro canto.) 


Zingari. 
Chi del gitano i giorni abbella? 
La zingarella! 


Manrico 
(sorgendo). 
Soli or siamo; deh narra 


Quella storia funesta. 

Azucena. 
E tu la ignori, 
Tu pur!—Ma giovinetto i passi tuoi 
D’ambizion lo sprone 
Lungi traca!—Dell’ ava il fine acerbo 
E quella storia—La incolpò superbo . 
Conte di malefizio, onde apparia 
Célto un bambin suo figlio—Essa bruciata 
Fu dov’ arde or quel foco! 


Manrico. 


Ahi! sciagurata! 
(Rifuggendo con raccapriccio dalla fiamma.) 
Azucena. 


Condotta ell’ era in ceppi al suo destin 
tremendo 

Col figlio —teco in braccio io la seguia pian- 
gendo: 

Infino ad essa un varco tentai, ma invano, 
aprirmi— 

Invan tentò la misera fermarsi, e benedirmi! 

Che, fra bestemmie oscene, pungendola coi 
ferri ; 





Al rogo la cacciavano gli scellerati sgherri! 
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The guards pursued her ruthlessly, ’till at 
the stake they halted. 
At length, with broken accents, “Avenge 
thou me,” she cried! ‘ 
Those dying words will ever within my 
heart abide. 
Manrico. 
Didst thou avenge her? 
Azucena. 
The Count’s young child, ere the day was 
ended, 
I stole and brought him hither; the flames 
still to heaven ascended! 
Manrico. 
‘The flames?—Oh, heav’n—thou couldst 
not— 
Azucena. 
Sadly the child began weeping; 
Rent was my heart with his sorrow, o’er 
me pity was creeping, 


When quickly, my mind disordered, saw 


what like dreams came o’er me. 

Deadly shapes and phantoms brought the 
dark scene before me; 

The guardsmen, this place of torture, the 
mother pale, confounded, . 

Barefoot, ungirdled, the outcry of anguish, 

That cry within me resounded: “Avenge 
thou me!” 

All heedless, my hand extended held fast the 
victim pale; 

The flames rolled expectant; in I hurled 
him! 

Calmed was the fatal madness, fled was the 
horrid vision; 

The fire still glowed in silence, gorged with 
its foul commission! 

Gazing around in sadness, I saw the infant 
cherished 

Of that vile Count approaching! 

Manrico. 
Ah, what say’st thou? 
Azucena. 
My child had perished, 
My child through me had perished! 





Allor, con tronco accento, mi vendica! es- 
clamò— 

Quel detto un eco eterno in questo cor 
lasciò. 


Manrico. 
La vendicasti? 
Azucena. 
Il figlio giunsi a rapir del Conte; 
Lo trascinai quì meco—le fiamme ardean 
già pronte. 


Manrico. 
Le fiamme ?—oh ciel!—tu forse?— 
Azucena. 
Ei distruggeasi in pianto — 
Io mi sentiva il cor dilaniato, infranto! — 
Quand’ecco agli egri spirti, come in un sogno, 


apparva. 
La vision ferale di spaventose larve!— 
Gli sgnerri ed il supplizio!—la madre 


smorta in volto— 
Scalza, discinta!—il grido, il noto grido as- 


colto— a 

Mi vendica!—La mano convulsa tendo — 
stringo 

La vittima—nel foco la traggo, la sos- 
pingo!— 


Cessa il fatal delirio — 
L’orrida scena fugge— 

La fiamma sol divampa, 

E la sua preda strugge! 

Pur volgo intorno il guardo, 
E innanzi a me vegg’ io 

Dell’ empio Conte il figlio !'— 


Manrico. 
Ah! come? 
Azucena. 
Il figlio mio, 
Mio figlio avea bruciato! 
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Manrico. 
Horrid crime! 
Azucena. 
Once more my thin locks with horror rise 


up, unsoothed by time! 


(Azucena falls fainting on her seat; ManRICO is struck 
dumb with surprise and horror.) 


Manrico. 
I’m not thy son, then? tell me, who am I, 
I pray thee? 
Azucena 


(hastily, as if to repair an involuntary admission). 
Mine art thou ever. 


Manrico. 
‘Thy words denied it. 
Azucena. 
It may be; what wouldst thou? 
When wandering thoughts such terrible 
scenes encounter! 


The mind, disordered, heeds not all the fol- 


lies 
Unguarded lips may utter. Mother tender 
and true, 
Hast thou not found me ever? 
Manrico. 


Can I disown it? 
Azucena. 

To me thy life’s protection 

Thou owest. At midnight, on the field of 
battle 

At Petilla, where reports declared thou hadst 
fallen, 

Did I not come to give thee fit burial? 

In thy breast, my cares revived the vital 
spark, 

But there the affection fond, maternal, 
stayed not. 

How many hours did I tend thee, healing 
thy wounds 

So ghastly and numerous? 


Manrico (with noble pride). 
‘Wounds obtained on that dark morning; 
My breast alone received them! ’Mid all 
the thousands that disbanded, 
I alone faced the foe, still firm, unyielding. 


The vile de Luna then 





Manrico. 
Che dici quale orror! 
Azucena. 


Sul capo mio le chiome sento drizzarsi ancor! 
(AzucENA ricade trambasciata sul proprio ‘.seggio: Man- 


5 oe aa colpito d’orrore e di sorpresa—Momenti di 
Manrico. 
Non son tuo figlio?—E chi son io, chi dun- 
que? 
Azucena 


(con sollecitudine di chi cerca emendare involontario fallo). 
Tu sei mio figlio! 
Manrico. 
Eppur dicesti— 
Azucena. 
Ah!—forse— 
Che vuoi!—Quando al pensier s’affaccia il 
truce 
Caso, lo spirto intenebrato pone 
Stolto parole sul mio labbro—Madre, 
Tenera madre non m’avesti ognora? 


Manrico. 
Potrei negarlo? — 

Azucena. 
A me, se vivi ancora, 
Nol déi? Notturna, nei pugnati campi 
Di Petilla, ove spento 
Fama ti disse, a darti 
Sepoltura non mossi? La fuggente 
Aura vital non iscovri, nel seno 
Non l’arrestò materno affetto?—-E quanta ' 
Cure non spesi a risanar le tante ferite! 


Manrico con nobile orgoglio). 
Che portai quel di fatale— 
Ma tutte qui, nel petto?—Io sol, fra mille 
Già sbandati, al nemico 
Volgendo ancor la faccia!—Il rio de Luna, 


Sù me piombò col suo drappello; io caddi, 
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Charged me with his troops o’erwhelming; Pero da forte io caddi! 
I faltered and fell, ° 
Yet brave and unconquered! 
Azucena. Azucena. 
Such were the thanks Ecco mercede 
Which the villain did repay thee, Ai giorni, che l’infame  - 
For sparing his base life in that combat at Nel singolar certame 
night! Ebbe salvi da te?—qual t’acciecava 
What then did blind thee? Strana pietà per esso? 
Was it a strange compassion ? 
Manrico. Manrico. 
Oh, mother! I cannot tell thee! I know Oh madre!—non saprei dirlo a me stesso! 
not! 


MAL REGGENDO — ILL SUSTAINING Air (Manrico) 
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Azucena. Azucena. 

‘But within that soul ungrateful Ma nell’ alma dell’ ingrato 

Not one word from heaven hath resounded! Non parlò del cielo il detto! 

Oh! if with that villain hateful Oh! se ancor ti spinge il fato 

Thou in fight shouldst be confounded, A pugnar col maledetto, 

Haste to accomplish (Heaven doth will it) Compi, o figlio, qual d'un Dio, 

What I command thee, hear and fulfil it! Compi allora il cenno mio: 

‘To the handle send this weapon Sino all’ elsa questa lama 

Through the monster’s cruel heart. Vibra, immergi all’ empio in cor. 

(The prolonged note of a horn is heard.) (Odesi un prolungato suono di corno.) 

Manrico. Manrico. 

Ruiz sends hither th’ accustomed courier, L’usato messo Ruiz invia!— 

Haply— Forse— 

(Sounds his horn in reply.) (Da fiato anch’ esso al corno che tiene ad armacello.) 

Azucena. Azucena. 

Avenge thou me! Mi vendica! 


(Remains in thought and seemingly unconscious of what (Resta concentrata, quasi inconsapevole di cid che succede.) 
is passing.) 


(Enter a Messenger.) (Entra il Messo.) 
Manrico ; Manrico 
(to the Messenger). (al Messo). 
Approach this way. Proceed Inoltra il piè. 
And tell me what news thou bringest. Guerresco evento, dimmi, seguia ? 
Messenger. Messo. 
The scroll I bring here will tell thee all. Risponda il foglio che reco a te. 
(Presenting a letter.) (Porgendo il foglio, che Manrico legge.) 
Manrico Manrico. 
(reads). 
“Within our power is Castellor; “In nostra possa è Castellor; ne déi, 
By the order of our prince thou must watch Tu, per cenno del prence, 
o’er Vigilar le difese. Ove ti é dato, 
And defend it. Wherever this may reach Affrettati a venir. Giunta la sera 
thee, Tratta in inganno di tua morte al grido, 
Come in haste. Kept in error still by thy Nel vicin claustro della croce il velo 
reported death, Cingera Leonora.” Oh, giusto cielo! 
‘This very evening Leonora will assume the (Con dolorosa esclamazione.} 
nun’s dark veil within the neighboring 
convent.” 


Just heaven, forbid it! 


(With exclamations of sorrow.) 


_ Azucena Azucena 
(starting). (scuotendosi). 
What dost thou? (Che fia!) 
Manrico Manrico . 
(to the Messenger). (al Messo). 
Hence quickly down to the valley Veloce scendi la balza, 
Without delay, a steed provide me. E d’un cavallo a me provvedi— 
Messenger. Messo. 








Be it so. Corro— 
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Azucena 


(interposing). 
Manrico! 


Manrico. 
The time flies swiftly. 
yonder 


My coming awaits thee. 
(The MeEssENGER departs hast!ly.) 


Haste thee, and 


Azucena. 
What hopest thou? what wouldst thou? 
Manrico. 
(Lose her thus! Oh, torment! 
Thus lose that angel!) 
Azucena. 
(His brain is turned!) 
Manrico. 


Farewell now. 


(Replacing his helmet upon his head, and wrapping his 
cloak around him.) A 


Azucena. 
No! stay thee! hear me! 
Manrico. 
Release me! 
But a moment lost may wither 
All the hopes that now sustain me; 
Earth and heaven, combined together, 
Would be powerless to restrain me! 
Azucena 
Insensate! 
Manrico. 
Ah, release me, O mother, I pray thee! 
Woe betide if here I stay me! 
Thou wilt see thy son, extended 
At thy feet, with grief expire. 
Azucena. i 
No, I’Il ne’er permit thy going. 
In thy veins my blood is flowing; 
Every crimson drop thou losest 
From thy mother’s heart doth flow. 


(Manrico departs, AzucENa striving in vain to detain 
him.) 


SCENE IIl—Cloister of a Convent in the vicinity of 
Castellor. Night. 


(The Count, Ferranpo and followers advance cautiously, 
enveloped in their cloaks.) 


Count. 
All is deserted ; through the air comes yet 
No sound of th’ accustomed chanting. 
I come in time then. 





Azucena 
(frapponendosi). 
Manrico!— 


Manrico. 
Il tempo incalza— 


Vola; m’aspetta dell cole a’ piedi. 
(Il Messo parte, affrettatamente.) 


Azucena. 
“E speri, e vuoi? 
Manrico. 
(Perderla?—Oh, ambascia!— 
Perder quell’ angelo?—) 
Azucena. 
(E fuor di sè!) 
Manrico. 
Addio— 
(Postosi l’elmo sul capo, ed afferrando il mantello.» 
Azucena. 
No—forma—odi— 
Manrico. 
Mi lascia— 
Un momento può involarmi 
Il mio ben, la mia speranza! 
No, che basti ad arrestarmi 
Terra e ciel non ha possanza. 
Azucena. 
Demente! 
Manrico. 
Ah! mi sgombra, o madre, i passi— 
Guai per te, s’io quì restassi : 
Tu vedresti a’ piedi tuoi 
Spento il figlio di dolor! 
Azucena. . 
No soffrirlo non poss’ io. 
TI tuo sangue è sangue mio! 
Ogni stilla:che ne versi 


Tu la spremi dal mio cor! 
(Si allontana, indarno trattenuto da AzuceNA.} 
. 


SCENA II—Chiostro d’un cenobio, in vicinanza di Castel. 
lor. E notte. A 


(11 Conte, Ferranvo, ed alcuni sequaci, ed avviluppati net 
loro mantelli, inoltrandesi cautamente.) 


Conte. 
Tutto è deserto; nè per l’aura ancora 
Suona l’usato carme— 
In tempo io giungo! 
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Ferrando. Ferrando. 
A daring labor here, my lord, Ardita opra, o signore, 
Awaits thee. Imprendi. 
Count. Conte. 
Tis daring; and such alone as burning pas- Ardita, e quel furente amore 
sion Ed irritato orgoglio 
And wounded pride from me should demand. Chissero a me. Spento il rival, caduto 
My rival dead—each hindrance opposed to Ogni ostacol sembrava a’ miei desiri; 
my wishes Novello e più possente ella ne appresta— 
Seemed fallen and vanquished ; L’altare!—Ah no, non fia 
Till lately she discovered one still more po- D’altri Leonora!—Leonora è mia! 
tent, 
‘The altar. Ah, no! For none else is 
Leonora! 
She is mine, mine only! 
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(A sound of bells is heard.) (Odesi il rintocco de’ sacri bronzi.) 


What soundeth? Oh, heaven! 
Ferrando. 

The bell 

That proclaims the rite’s commencing. 
Count. 

Ere at the altar she kneels 

I must seize her. 
Ferrando. 

Ah! heed thee! 
Count. 

Silence! 

Didst hear not? 

trees’ dark shadows 


Conceal yourselves. 
(Ferranpo and followers retire.) 


Ah! how quickly mine she will be! 
Fires in my heart are burning! 


(Watching anxiously in the direction from which Leonora 


is expected.) 
Ferrando and Followers. 


How bold! .Let’s go—conceal ourselves 
Amid the shades in: haste. 

How bold! Come on—and silence keep, 
The prize he soon will hold. 


Depart then! ’Mid the 





Qual suono!—oh, ciel !— 


Ferrando. 


La squilla 
Vicino il rito annunzia!— 


Conte. 


Ah! pria che giunga. 
All’ altar, si rapisca! 


Ferrando. 


Oh, bada! 


Conte. 


Taci! 
Non odo—andate—Di quei faggi all’ ombra 
Celatevi—Ah! fra poco. 


(FERRANDO e gli altri Seater si allontar ano.) 
Mia diverra!—Tutto m’ investe un foco! 


(Ansioso, guardingo osserva dalla porte cr_. 


Leonora.) 
Ferrando e Seguaci. 


Ardire !—Andiam—celiamoci 
Tra l’ombre—nel mister !— 
Ardire !—Andiam—silenzio !— 
Si comia il suo voler! 


deve giungere 
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PER ME ORA FATALE — OH, FATAL HOUR Air (Count) 


Alla marcia 
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Chorus of Nuns Coro de Religioso 


(within). (interno), 
Error thy soul encumbers, Ah! se l’ error t’ingombra, 
Daughter of Eve, but know thee, O figlia d’Eva, i rai, 
Death’s swift approach will show thee Presso a morir, vedrai 
Life’s but a fleeting dream. Che un’ ombra, un sogno tut, 
Phantoms in restless slumbers Anzi del sogno un’ ombra 
All earthly hopes will seem! La speme di quaggit! 
Come, let this veil concealing, Vieni, e t’asconda il veio 
I Hide thee from human vision, | Ad ogni sguardo umano, 
Nor worldly thought, nor feeling Aura, o pensier mondano 
Can here admitted be. Qui vivo più non è. 
To heaven, for grace appealing, AI ciel ti volgi, e il cielo 
Opening it waits for thee. Si schiuderà per te. 
(Enter Leonora with Inez and female followers.) (Entra Leonora con INES, e seguiti.) 
Leonora. Leonora. 





Why art thou weeping? Perchè piangete? 


pri 


tf 


— 
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Inez. 
Ah! truly 
Thou wilt leave us forever! 
Leonora. 
Oh, dear companions, 
No fond smile, no hope to cheer me, 
No flower remaining 6n earth for me! 
Now must I turn unto Him, the whole 
support 
Of those in affliction, and after days of 
prayer and penitence, 
I may haply rejoin my lost beloved one 
With the blest in heaven. Restrain thy 
weeping; 
To the altar now lead me. 


(About to proceed.) 
(Enter the Count, suddenly.) 


Count. 
No, withhold! 
Ladies. 
The Count here! 
Leonora. 
Gracious heaven! 
Count. 
For thee no altar now waits 
But one hymenial. 
Ladies. 
Such daring boldness! 
Leonora. 
Why comest thou here, insensate? 
Count. 


To make thee mine now! 


(On saying so, he approaches, and seizes Leonora—but 
Manrico appears, like a phantom, and places himself between 
them—general consternation.) 


Leonora. 
And can I still my eyes believe 
‘That see thee here before me! 
Or is it but a dream of bliss, 
A charm that hovers o’er me! 
Unused to such excessive joy 
My heart with doubts contended! 
Art thou from heaven descended, 
Or am I there with thee? 

Count. 
Do souls departed thus retutn 
From death’s domains eternal? 
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È: nes. 
Ah !—dunque È 
Tu per sempre ne lasci! 
Leonora. 


O dolci amici 

Un riso, una speranza, un fior la terra 
Non ha per me! Degg’ io 

Volgermi a quei che degli afflitti è solo 
Conforto, e dopo i penitenti giorni, 
Può fra gli eletti al mio perduto bene 
Ricongiungermi un di. Tergete i rai, 


E guidatemi all’ ara. 
(Incamminandosi.) 


(Entra il Conte, irrompendo ad un tratte.) 

Conte. 

No, giammai!— 
Donne. 

Il conte! 
Leonora. 

Giusto ciel! 
Conte. 

Per te non havvi 

Che l’ ara d’ imeneo— 


Donne. 

Cotanto ardia!— 
Leonora. 

Insano! e qui venisti? 
Conte. 


A farti mia. 
(E si dicendo, scagliasci verso de Leonora onde impadro- © 


nirsi di lei; ma fra esso e la preda trovasi, qual fantasma 
surle di sotterra, Manrico. Un grido universal irrompe.) 
Leonora. 

E deggio?—e posso crederlo ?— 

Ti veggo a me d’accanto! 

E questo un sogno, un’ estasi, 

Un sovrumano incanto! 

Non regge a tanto giubilo 

Rapito il cor, sorpreso!— 

Sei tu dal ciel disceso, 

O in ciel son io con te? 


Conte. 
Dunque gli estinti lasciano 





Di morte il regno eterno! 
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Thus to condemn me, doth hell indeed 
Renounce its prey infernal! 
But if as yet thy fatal thread 
Of time remains unmeasured, 
If life by thee is treasured, 
Then fly from her and me. 
Manrico. 
Heaven’s blest abode, nor regions infernal 
Have yet possessed me. 
True, base assassins mortal blows may deal, 
Thy deeds impressed me. 
O’erwhelming power that naught can stay 
Have ocean’s waves unbounded! 
He, who thy guilt confounded! 
His arm has aided me. 
Ladies. 


In heaven thy faith reposing, 
(To LEONORA.) 
Thence comes this aid to thee. 


Ferrando and Followers. . 
"Tis fate thou’rt now opposing, 


From harm it holds him free. 
(Enter Ruiz and Soldiers.) 


Ruiz and Followers. 

Loug live Urgal! 
Manrico. 

My brave-hearted soldiers! 
Ruiz. 

Come then. 
Manrico 

(To Leonora). 

Lady, I wait thee 
Count. > 

Wouldst thou rob me of her? 


(Opposing him.) 
Leonora. 


Oh! 
Manrico 
(to the Count). 


Withhold there! 

Count. 
Wouldst thou deprive me of her? 
No! 


(Drawing his sword.) 


Ruiz and Soldiers. 
He raveth! 


(Surrounding the Count.) 
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A danno mio rinunzia 
Le prede sue |’ inferno!— 
Ma se non mai si fransero 
De’ giorni tuoi gli stami, 
Se vivi e viver brami, 
Fuggi da lei, da me. 
Manrico. 
Nè m’ ebbe il ciel, nè l’ orrido 
Varco infernal sentiero — 
Infami sgherri vibrano 
Colpi mortali, è vero! 
Potenza irrestibile 
Hanno de fiumi |’ onde !— 
Ma gli empj un Dio confonde!— 
Quel Dio soccorse a me! 
Donne. 


Il cielo in cui fidasti, 
(A LEONORA.) 
Pietade avea di te. 
Ferrando e Seguaci. 
Tu col destin contrasti; 
(Al Conte.) 
Suo difensore egli è. 


(Entra Ruiz, seguito da lunga tratta d’ armati.) 
Ruiz. 


Urgel viva! 
Manrico. 

Miei prodi guerrieri !— 
Ruiz. 

Vieni. 
Manrico 

(-\ Leonora.) 

Donna, mi segui. 
Conte. 

E tu speri? 


(Opponendosi.) 
Leonora. 


Oh! 

Manrico 
(Al Conte.) 

T'arretra. 
Conte. 

Involarmi costei! 

No! 

(Sguainando la spada.) 

Ruiz e Armati. 

Vaneggi! © 


(Accerchiando il Conte.) 


IL TROVATORE 29 


Ferrando and Followers. 


What wouldst thou, my lord? 
(The Count is disarmed by the soldiers of Ruiz.) 
Count. 


AIl my reason in fury is lost! 
(with gestures and accents of fury.) 
Leonora. 


(He affrights me!) 
Count. 
Furies dwell in my heart! 
Ruiz and Soldiers. 
Come then, a future of smiles waits for 


thee. 
(To Manrico.) 
Ferrando and Followers. 


Yield thee, since yielding no baseness im- 
plies. 


(Exit ManrIco, leading Leonora—the Count is driven 
back, tne ladies retreat to the Convent, as the curtain falls.) 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT III 
THE GIPSY’S SON. 


SCENE I—A camp. On the right, the tent of the Count 
DI Luna, on which is displayed a banner, indicative of his 
supremacy. The fortress of Castellor seen in the distance. 
The scene full of Soldiers, some playing, some polishing 
their accoutrements, some walking in apparent conversation, 
while others are on duty as Sentinels, 


(Enter FERRANDO, from the tent of the Count.) 
Some of the Soldiers. , 

Now with dice, may fortune speed us; 

Other games will shortly need us! 

From our swords this blood we burnish, 


Coming deeds fresh stains will furnish. 


(Sounds of warlike instruments are heard; all start and 
turn towards the sounds.) 


Some Soldiers. 
Lo! they come for succor praying! 
(A strong band of soldiers crosses the camp.) 
Other Soldiers. 
Still, they make a brave display! 
All. 
Let us, without more delaying 
Castellor attack to-day. 
Ferrando. 
Yes, brave companions; at dawn, to-morrow, 





Ferrando e Seguaci. 


Che tenti, signor! 
(Il Conte è disarmato da quei di Ruiz., 
Conte. 
Di ragione ogni lumi perdei! 
(Con gesti ed accenti di maniaco furore.) 
Leonora. 


(M'’atterrisce.) 
Conte. 

Ho lo furie nel cor! 
Ruiz e Armati. 


Vieni; è lieta la sorte per te. 
(A Manrico.) 


Ferrendo e Seguaci. 
Cedi; or ceder viltade non è! 


È, 


(Manrico tragge seco Lronora—il Conte è respinto, le 
donne rifuggono al cenobio—scende subito la tela.) 


FINE DELL’ ATTO SECONDO. 


i 


ATTO III. 


IL FIGLIO DELLA ZINGARA. 


SCENA I—Accampamento-rA destra, il padiglione del 
Conte pr Luna, su cui sventola la bandiera in segno di supre- 
mo comando—da lungi Torreggia Castellor.—Scolte di uomini 
d'arme da per tutto; altri giocano, altri forbiscono le armi, 
altri passeggiano. 


(Entra Ferranpo, dal padiglione del Conte.) 
Alcuni Uomini d’Arme. 
Or co’ dadi, ma fra poco 
Giocherem ben altro gioco! 
Questo acciar, dal sangue or terso, 


Fia di sangue in breve asperso! 


(Odonsi strumenti guerrieri; tutti si volgono là dove si 
avanza il suono.) 


Alcuni. 


Il soccorso dimandato! 


(Un grosso drappello di balestrieri, in completa armatura, 
traversa il a 


Altri. 
Han l’aspetto del valor! 
Tutti. 
Più l’assalto ritardato 
Or non fia di Castellor. 
Ferrando. ; 
Sì prodi amici; al dì novello, è mente 
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Our leader has now resolved 

On storming the fortress on all sides. 
Within its walls a booty immense 

We're sure to find; ’tis more than hopeful ; 
If conquered ’tis ours then. 


Some of the Soldiers. 


Pleasure there invites us. 


Ferrando and Chorus. 


Now let the trumpet in war tones resound- 
ing, 

Call to arms; with courage bold, we'll march 
undaunted. 

Haply, to-morrow, our proud foes confound- 
ing, 

On those walls shall our banners be planted. 

Ne’er more brilliant were prospects victor- 
ious 

Than the hopes which our hearts now elate. 

Thence, we'll gather renown, bright and 
glorious ; 

Pleasure, honor and profit there await us, 

Honor and booty for us there await. 


Del capitan la récca 

Investir da ogni parte. 

Cola pingue bottino 

Certezza é rinvenir, piu che speranza, 
Si vinca, é nostro. 


Uomini d’Arme. 


Tu c'inviti a danza! 


Ferrando con Coro. 


Squilli, eccheggi la tromba guerriera 
Chiami all’ armi, alla pugna, all’ assalto; 
Fia domani la nostra bandiera 

Di quei merli piantata sull’ alto. 

No, giammai non sorrise vittoria 

Di più liete speranze finor! 

Ivi l’util ci aspetta e la gloria; 

Ivi opimi la preda e l’onore! 

Ivi opimi la preda e l’onor! 


(Enter the Count, from the tent; turns with lowering 
gaze towards Castellor.) 


Count. 

Within my rival’s arms! 
tion, 

Like a taunting demon, follows me 

Wherever I wander. Within my rival’s 
arms! 

Ere the day dawns, I’ll hasten to sunder 
them forever! 


Oh! Leonora! 


(A tumult is heard.) 
(Enter FERRANDO,) 


(Entra il Conte, uscito dalla tenda, volge uno sguardo 
bieco a CASTELLOR.) 


Conte. 
In braccio al mio rival !—Questo pensiero 
Come persecutor demone ovunque 
M’insegue! In braccio al mio rival!-—Ma 
corro 
Surta appena l’aurora, 


Io corro a separavi—Oh, Leonora! 
(Odesi tumulti.) 


How this reflec- 


To-morrow 


(Entra FeRRANDO.) 


‘Count. Conte. 
What now? Che fu? 
Ferrando. Ferrando. 





Around the camp 
Was seen a gipsy-woman, loitering: 
Surprised by the sentinels on duty 
To escape she attempted. With reason 
They suspected her of spying out our move- 
ments, 
And pursued. 
Count. 
Was she taken? 


D’appresso il campo 

S’aggirava una zingara; sorpresa 

Da’ nostri esploratori, 

Si volse in fuga; essi, a ragion temendo 
oT 

Una spia nella trista, 

L% ‘ 

inseguir— 


Conte. 
Fu raggiunta? 
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Ferrando. 
They seized her. 
Count. 
Hast seen her yet? 
Ferrando. 
No; the-conductor 
Of the escort hath so 
Informed me. x 


Count. 
Here she comes. 


‘ 


(Azucena, with her hands bound together, is dragged 
in by the Sentinels.) 
Soldiers. 
Come on, thou sorceress, come forward! 
dzucena. 
Oh, help me! Pray release me! Ah, mad- 


dened wretches, 
Of what accuse me? 
Count. 


Come hither. 
(Azucena is led before the Count.) 
To me reply now, and tremble if thou liest. 


Azucena. 
Ask, then. 
Count. 
Whither bound? 
Azucena. . 
I know not. 
Count. 
How? 
Azucena. 
"Tis a custom of the gipsies 
Without purpose to wander 
Wherever fancy leads them, 
Their only shelter heaven, 
The wide world their country. 
Count. 
Whence comest thou? 
Azucena. 
From Biscalia, where, till of late, 3 
Was my sole abode, amid its wild, barren 
mountains. ( 
Count. i 
(From Biscalia!) 





Ferrando. 

E presa. 
Conte. 

Vista I’ hai tu? 
Ferrando. 

No; della scorta 

Il condottier m’apprese 


L'evento. 
(Tumulto più vicino.) 


Conte. 


Eccola. 


(Entra AZUCENA, con le mani avvinte, è trascinata dagli Es 
ploratori—un codazzo d'altri soldati.) 


Esploratori. ; 
Innanzi, o strega, innanzi. 
Azucena. 
Aita!—Mii lasciate—Oh! furibondi, 
Che mal fec’ io? 


Conte. 
S’appressi. 
(Azucena è tratta innanz. .1 ConTE.) 
A me rispondi. 


E trema dal mentir! 
Azucena. 
Chiedi. 
Conte. 
Ove vai? 
Azucena. 
Nol so. 
Conte. 
Che? 
Azucena. 
D’una zingara è costume 
Muover senza disegno 
Il passo vagabondo, 
Ed è suo tetto il ciel, sua patria il mondo, 


Conte. 
E vieni? 
Azucena. 
Da Biscaglia, ove finora 
La sterili montagne ebbi ricetto. 


Conte. 
(Da Biscaglia!) 
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Ferrando. 
(What heard I? oh, dark suspicion.) 


GIORNI POVERI— I WAS POOR, 
Con espressione 





Ferrando. 
(Che intesi!—Oh, qual sospetto!) 


YET UNCOMPLAINING (Azucena) 
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qual per es- so pro-voa-mo- re 
Ah! for him, my warmde - vo - tion, 


Ferrando. 

Ah! those features! - 
Count. 

Say, long time 

Didst thou abide among those mountains? 
Azucena. i 


ma-dre in ter-ra non - pro- vò. 
No earth-ly moth-er else can know. 


Ferrando. 

(Il suo volto.) 
Conte. 

Di’ traesti 

Lunga etade fra quei monti? 
Azucena. 





Long time, yes. 


Lunga, sì. 
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Count. 
Dost thou remember 
A child, son of a noble, 
Who was stolen from his castle 
Many years since and carried thither? 
Axucena. 
And thou, tell me—art? 
Count. 
A brother 
‘Of the lost one. 
Azucena. 
Ah! 
Ferrando. 


Yes! 


(Noting the ill-concealed terror of AzucENa.) 
Count. 


Hast heard what there befell him? 


Azucena. 
I?-No!—-OHn! grant 
That I may now my search continue. 
Ferrando. 
Stay, impostor! 
Azucena. 
(Alas!) 
Ferrando. 
Thou seest here 
The guilty wretch who that dark crime 
Committed! 
Count. 
Continue! 
Ferrando. 
Behold her. 
Azucena. ; 


Silence! 
(Softly to FERRANDO.) 
Ferrando. 


’Tis she, who stole the child, and burned 
him! 
Count. 
Ah! guilty one! 
Chorus. 
’Tis the same one! 
Azucena. 
He speaks falsehood. 





Conte. 
Rammenteresti 
Un fanciul, prole di conti, 
Involato al suo castello, 
Son tre lustri, e tratto quivi? 
Azucena. 
E tu, parla—sei? 
Conte. 
Fratello 
Del rapito. 
Azucena. 
(Ah!) 
Ferrando. 
(Sì!) 
(Notando il mal nascoto terrore di Azucena.) 
Conte. i 


Ne udivi 
Mai novella? 
Azucena. 
Io?—No!—Concedi 
Che del figlio l’orme io scopra. 
Ferrando. 
Resta, iniqua— 
Azucena. 
(Ohimè!) 
Ferrando. 
Tu vedi 
Chi l’infame, orribil opra 
Commettea! 
Conte. 
Finisci. 
Ferrando. 
E dessa! 


Azucena. 


(Taci.) 
(Piano a FERRANDO.) 
Ferrando. 


E dessa, che il bambino arse! 


Conte. 

Ah, perfida! 
Coro. 

Ella stessa! 
Azucena. 


7 Ei mentisce. 


34 IL TROVATORE 


Count. 
Thou canst not fly 
Thy fate impending. 
Azucena. 
Ah! 
Count. 
Those bonds 


Draw still more closely. 
(The soldiers obey.) 
Azucena. 


Oh! heaven! 
Chorus. 
Vent thy rage! 


Oh! heaven! 


Azucena. 
And comest thou not, 
My son, Manrico, to release me? 
‘Thy unhappy mother now 
To aid-and succor? 
Count. 
Thou the mother of Manrico? 
Ferrando. 
Tremble! 
Count. 
Oh! fate! thus in my power! 
Azucena. 
Ah! loose awhile, ye monsters vile, 
These bonds that now confine me. 
Such fierce and cruel torments 
To lingering death consign me! 
Descendant of a wicked sire, 
Than he more guilty, tremble! 
For God protects the weak, 
And he will punish thee! 
Count. 
Thy son, oh, wretched Zingara, 
Is he that base betrayer? 
And can I, thee condemning, 
Strike, too, the traitor’s heart? 
The joy my soul o’erflowing, 
Words lack the power of showing! 
To my arm, for vengeance, a brother’s ashes 
call! 
Avenged in full shall they be! 


Ferrando and Chorus. 
Rase wretch, the fatal pile prepared, 





Conte. 

Al tuo destino, 

Or non fuggi. 
Azucena. 

Deh! 
Conte. 

Quei nodi 

Più stringete 

(I soldati esequiscono.i 

Azucena. 


Oh, Dio! Oh, Dio! 
Coro. 
Uria pure. 
Azucena. 
E tu non modi, 
Oh, Manrico,—oh, figlio mio? 
Non soccorri all’ infelice 
Madre tua! 
Conte. 
Di Manrico genitrice! 
Ferrando. 
Trema! 
Conte. 
Oh, sorte! in mio poter! 
Azucena. 
Deh, ralentate, o barbari, 
Le acerbe mie ritorte— 
Questo crudel supplizio 
E prolungata morte! 
D’ iniquo genitore 
Empio figliuol peggiore, 
Trema—V’ è Dio pe’ miseri, 
E Dio ti punirà! 
Conte. 
Tua prole, o turpe zingara, 
Colui, quel seduttore! 
Portò col tuo supplizio 
Ferirlo in mezzo al core! 
Gioja m’inonda il petto, 
Ciu non esprimo il detto! 
Meco il fraterno cenore 
Piena vendetta avra! 


Ferrando e Coro. 
Infame, pira sorgere; 
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Ah! yes, thou soon shalt see 

Bright flames the heavens illuming! 
Not this alone awaits thee, 

These earthly fires consuming! 
Condemned to flames infernal 
There shall thy wicked spirit dwell! 


(Azucena is dragged away by the soldiers, by command 
of the Count. He enters the tent, followed by FERRANDO.) 


SCENE II—Hall adjoining the Chapel of Castellor; a 
balcony in the background. 


(Manrico, Leonora, Ruiz.) 
Leonora. 
Ah! what clamor of arms 
Is that which reached me? 
Manrico. 
Great is the danger; 
Vain are all my attempts to hide it! 
At early dawn to-morrow 
The foe will assail us. 
Leonora. 
Alas! what sayst thou? 
Manrico. 
Be assured that our swords will be victori- 
ous! 
We can equal them 
In arms, boldness, and courage. 


Depart. 
i (To Ruiz.) . 
The preparations for the strife 


In my absence, thou wilt accomplish. 


Let nought be wanting. 
(Exit Ruiz.) 
Leonora. 


What a sombre splendor 
Is o’er our bridal shining! 
Manrico, 
All this mournful foreboding 
Pray banish, dearest! 
Leonora. 
And can I? 
Manrico. 
*Tis love, sublime emotion, at such a mo- 
ment 
Bids thy heart still be hopeful. 
Ah! love; how blest our life will be 





Empia, vedrai tra poco— 
Né solo tuo supplizio 
Sara l’orrendo foco! 

Le vampe dell’ inferno 
A te fian rogo eterno; 
Ivi penare ed ardere 


L’anima tua dovra! 


(Al cenno del CONTE, i soldati traggono seco loco AZUCENA. 
Egli entra nella sua tenda, seguito da FERRANDO,) 


SCENA II—Sala adjacente alla Cappella in Castellor, con 
verone in fondo. 


(Manrico, Leonora, e Ruiz.) 
Leonora. 
Quale d’armi fragore 
Foc’ anzi intesi? 
Manrico. : 
Alto é il periglio!—Vano 
Dissimularlo fora! 
Alla novella aurora 
Assaliti saremo! 
Leonora. 
Ahime !—che dici! 
Manrico. 
Ma de’ nostri nemici 
Avrem vittoria.—Pari 
Abbiamo al loro ardir, brando e coraggio. 


Tu va. 
(a Ruiz). 
Le belliche opre, 


Nell’ assenza mia breve, a te commetto. 


Che nulla manchi! 
(Ruiz parte.) 


Leonora. 
Di qual tetra luce 
Il nostro imen risplende! 
Manrico. 
Il presagio funesto, 
Deh, sperdi, o cara! 
Leonora. 
E il posso? 
Manrico. 
Amor—sublime amore, 
In tal istante ti favella al core. 
Ah! si, ben mio, coll’ essere 
Io tuo, tu mia consorte, 
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Our fond desires attaining, 

My soul shall win fresh ardor, 

My arm new courage gaining. 

But, if, upon the fatal page 

Of destiny impending, 

I’m doomed among the slain to fall, 

*Gainst hostile arms contending, 

In life’s last hour, with fainting breath, 

My thoughts will turn to thee. 

Preceding thee to heaven, will death 

Alone appear to me. 

(Tones of organ heard from the neighboring chapel.) 

Leonora. : 

The mystic tide of harmony 

Within our hearts doth, flow! 

The church unfolds the raptures 


From holy love that grow! 


(While they are about to enter the chapel, Ruiz enters 
hurriedly.) 


Ruiz. 

Manrico! 
Manrico. 

How? 
Ruiz. 

The Zingara, 

Yonder, in chains, behold her! 
Manrico. 

Oh, heaven! 
Ruiz. 

Led on by cruel men, 

They near the stake already. 
Manrico. 

Oh, heavens! my limbs are failing me; 


Shadows my eyes are veiling! 
(Approaching the balcony.) 
Leonora. 


Thou tremblest! 
Manrico. 

With reason. 

I am— 


Know the cause: 


Leonora. 
Thou'rt what? 
Manrico. 
Her offspring. 
Ah! monsters! this dark revolting scene 
Almost of my breath deprives me! 





Avrò più l’ alma intrepida, 
Il braccio avrò più forte. 
Ma pur, se nella pagina 
De’ miei destini è scritto, 
Ch’ io resti fra le vittime, 
Dal ferro ostil trafitto, 

Fra quegli estremi aneliti, 
A te il pensier verrà, verrà, 
E solo in ciel precederti 

La morte a me parrà! 


(Odesi il suono dell’ organo dalla vicina capp:lla.) 
Leonora. 

L’onda de suoni mistici 

Pura discende al cor! 

Vieni; ci schiude il tempio 

Gioje di casto amor! 


(Mentre s’ avviano giubilanti al tempio, Ruiz soppragiunge 
frettoloso.) 


Ruiz. 


Manrico! 


Manrico. 
Che? 
Ruiz. 
La zingara, 
Vieni, tra ceppi mira! 
Manrico. 
Oh, Dio! 
Ruiz. 
Per man de’ barbari 
Accesa è girà la pira. 
Manrico. 
Oh, ciel! mie membra oscillano — 


Nube me copre il ciglio! 
(Accostandosi al verone.) 
Leonora. 


Tu fremi. 
Manrico. 

E il deggio! 

To son— 


Sappilo, 


Leonora. 
Che mai? 
Manrico. 
Suo figlio! 
Ah, vili! Il rio spettacolo 
Quasi il respir m’invola! 
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Collect our forces without the least delay. 


Ruiz—go—speed thee, quickly! 
(Ruiz departs hastily.) 


Raduna i nostri—affrettati. 


Ruiz—va—torna—vola! 
(Ruiz parte.) 


DI QUELLA PIRA— OF THAT DARK SCAFFOLD Air. (Manrico) 


Allegro 


—. 


ace ama i 
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Leonora. Leonora. 


Such heavy sorrows my heart o’erpowering. 


Oh! better far would it be to die! 
(Re-enter Ruiz, with Soldiers.) 
Ruiz. 
Arouse ye to arms now! 


The foe we will defy! 


(Manrico rushes out, followed by Ruiz and Soldiers. 
From within a noise of arms and warlike instruments is 
heard.) 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 





Non reggo a colpi tanto funesti. 


Oh, quanto meglio saria morir! 


(Entra Ruiz, torna armati.) 
Ruiz. 


All’ armi, all’ armi! eccone presti 


A pugnar teco, teco a morir. 


(MANRICO, parte frettoloso seguito da Ruiz, e dagli armati, 
mentre odesi dall’ interno fragor d’armi e di bellici strumenti.) 


FINE DELL’ ATTO TERZO. 
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ACT IV. 


THE PUNISHMENT. 


SCENE I—A wing of the palace of Aliaferia; in the 
angle, a tower. with window secured by iron bars. Night; 
dark and clouded. 


(Enter Leonora and Ruiz, enveloped in cloaks.) 
Ruiz (in an undertone). 
Here stay we; 
Yonder’s the tower where are confined the 
prisoners for state offences ; 
Hither they brought him whom we are seek- 
ing. 
Leonora. ‘ 
Go thou: 
Leave me here; be not anxious for my safety ; 


Perchance I yet may save him. 
(Ruiz retires.) 
Afraid for me? Secure 


And ready are my defences! 
(She gazes upon a jewel which she wears on her right 


hand.) 
In this dark hour of midnight 


I hover round thee near approaching. 

Unknown to thee, love! Ye moaning breezes 
around me playing. 

In pity aid me, my sighs to him conveying! 
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ATTO IV. 


IL SUPPLIZIO. 


SCENA I—Un’ ala del palazzo dell’ Aliaferia—ail’ axcolo 
una torre, con finestre assicurate da spranghe di ferro, 
Notte oscurissima. 


(Si avanzano due personne ammentellate; sono Ruiz e 
LEONORA.) 


Ruiz 
Siam giunti: 
Ecco la torre, ove di stato 
Gemono i prigionieri—Ah! l’infelice 
Ivi fu tratto! 


(sommessamente). 


Leonora. 
Vanne. 
Lasciami, né timor di me te prenda— 
Salvarlo io potrò, forse. 
(Ruiz si allontana.) 
Timor di me?—Sicura, 
Presta è la mia difesa! 


(I suoi occhi figgonsi ad una gemma che le fregia la man 
destra.) \ 


In questa oscura 

Notte ravvolta, presso a te son io, 
E tu nol sai! Gemente 

Aura, che intorno spiri, 

Deh, pietosa gli arreca i miei sospiri. 


D'AMOR SULL’ ALI ROSEE — ON ROSY WINGS OF LOVE Air. (Leonora) 
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ne, le pe - - ne del cor. 
rows, the sor - . < È rows I prove. 
(The passing bell.) (Suona la campana dei morti.) 
Chorus Voci 
(within). q (interne). 
Have compassion upon a soul departing Miserere d’un’ alma gia vicina 
For that abode, from whence there’s no re- Alla partenza che non ha ritorno; 
turning; Miserere di lei, bontà divina, 
Thy forgiveness, oh! power divine, impart- Preda non sia dell’ infernal soggiorno. 
ing, 
Let him not be a prey to endless burning. 
Leonora. Leonora. 
ears That solemn petition, so sadly ascending, Quel suon, quelle preci solemni, funeste, 
With terror and mystery the air seems to fill! Empiron quest’ aere di cupo terrore! 
’Gainst fatal foreboding my heart is con- Contende l’ambascia, che tutta m’investe 
tending, Al labbro il respiro, i palpiti al core! 
My breath is suspended, my pulses are still. 


AH, CHE LA MORTE — A%#, HOW DEATH Air (Manrico) 
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Leonora. 
Oh, heaven! faintness o’erpowers me! 
Chorus 
(within). 
Have compassion upon a soul departing 
For that abode, from whence there’s no re- 
turning; 
Thy forgiveness, oh! power divine, impart- 
ing, 
Let him not fall a prey to endless burning. 
Leonora. 
O’er yonder dark tower, ah, death waits the 
morrow 
With wings pale and shadowy his watch 
seems to hold. 
Ah! ne’er will they open those portals of sor- 
row 
Till after the victim is lifeless and cold. 


Manrico 
(in the tower). 


Now with my life fulfilling 

Love’s fervent vows to thee! 

Do not forget; let me remembered be. 

Farewell, my love, farewell, Leonora! 
Leonora. 

And can I ever forget thee! 

Thou shalt see that more enduring 

Love, than mine, ne’er had existence, 

‘Triumph over fate securing, 

Death shall yield to its resistance. 

At the price of mine, now blighted, 

Thy dear life will I defend, 

Or again with thee united, 

To the tomb will I descend! 


(Enter the Count and his followers. LEONORA stands 


aside.) 

Count. 
You hear me? Give the son to the axe 
At daybreak ; lead to the stake the mother. 


(The followers enter the tower.) 
Perhaps, thus acting, I abuse the power 


v 
si- a, a chi de-si-a mo-rir! Ad-di 
long:eth, from him who long:eth to die! Fare-well,— love, fare-well, Leo - no - ra, fare - well! 





- o, ad-dio, Leono-raad-di - o! 


Leonora. 
Oh, ciel!—sento mancarmi! 
Voci 
(internè). 
Miserere d’un’ alma già vicina 
Alla partenza che non ha ritorno! 
Miserere di lei, bontà divina, 
Preda non sia dell’ infernal soggiorno! 


Leonora. 
Sull’ orrida torre, ah! par che la morte 
Con ali di tenebre librando si và! 
Ahi! forse dischiuse gli fian queste porte 
Sol quando cadavere già freddo ei sarà! 


(Rimane assorta, dopo qualche momento scuotesi, ed è in‘ 


procinto di partire, allorchè vienne dalla torre un gemito 
e quindi un mestò suono; elle si ferma.) 


Manrico. 
(Dalla torre.) 
Sconto col sangue mio 


L’amor che posi in te! 

Non ti scordar di me! 

Leonora, Addio! 

Leonora. 

Di te, di te scordar me! 
(S’apre una porta.) 

Tu vedrai che amore in terra 

Mai del mio non fù più forte: 

Vinse il fato in aspra guerra, 

Vincerà la stessa morte. 

O col prezzo di mia vita 

La tua vita salverò, 

O con te per sempre unita 


Nella tomba scenderò. 


(Entra il Conte, ed alcuni seguaci, 
disparte.) 


Conte. 
Udiste? Come albeggi, 


La scure al figlio, ed alla madre il rogo. 
(Entrano i seguaci per un piccolo uscio nella torre.) 


Abuso io forse quel poter che pieno 


LEONORA si pene in 
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The prince to me confided. 

To such excesses that woman’s love con- 
strains me! 

But where to find her? 
ours 

Of her no tidings have reached me; 

All my researches on every side are fruit- 
less! 

Ah! cruel love, where art thou? 

Leonora 


Since Castellor is 


(advancing). ‘ 


Standing before thee! 
Count. 

Those accents! Lady! thus near me? 
Leonora. 

Thou see’st me. 
Count. 

What brought thee hither? 
Leonora. 

Already his last hour approaches 

And thou dost ask me? 
Count. 

Thou still wouldst dare me? 
Leonora. 

Ah, yes! for him 

I would ask of thee compassion. 
Count. 

How? art thou raving? 

Mercy to him, my rival, show? 
Leonora. 

May heaven with mercy inspire thee! 
Count. 


My whole desire is for vengeance. Go! 
(Leonora throws herself despairingly at his feet.) 
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In me trasmise li prence! A tal mi traggi 
Donna per me funesta!—Ov’ ella è mai? 
Ripresso Castellor, di lei contezza 

Non ebbi, e furo indarno 

Tante ricerche e tante! 

Oh!—dove sei crudele? 


Leonora 


A te dinante. 
Conte. 

Qual voce!—Come!t—tu, donna? 
Leonora. 

Il vedi. 
Conte. 

A che venisti? 
Leonora. 

Egli è gia presso 

All’ ora estrema, e tu lo chiedi? 
Conte. 

Osar potresti? 
Leonora. 

Ah, si, per esso 

Pietà domando— 
Conte. 

Che! tu deliri! 

Io del rivale sentir pietà? 
Leonora. 

Clemente il Nume a te l’inspiri— 
Conte. 

E sol vendetta mio nume. Va! 


(avanzandosi). 





(Leonora si getta disperata ai suoi piedi.) 


MIRA DI ACERBE— WITNESS THE TEARS OF AGONY Air (Leonora) 
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Price is there none, which offered, 
Could obtain it. Leave me now! 
Leonora. 
One yet there is, one only, 
And that price I offer. 
Count. 
Offer, what? 
Explain then! speak! 
Leonora. 


Myself, then! 


(Extending her right hand to the Count, with anguish.) 
Count. 
Heaven! what dost tell me? 
Leonora. 
That I will perform 
What here I promise. 
Count. 
Am I not dreaming? 
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Cal- pe-stail mio ca-da ve-re, Ma sal - va il Tro- va - tor. 
Breath-less, thy feet may tram-ple me, But spare__thou the Trou-ba- dour! 
Count. Conte. 
Ah! rather would I speedily Ah! dell’ indegno rendere 
Add to his fate impending Vorrei peggior la sorte— 
Thousands of bitter cruelties, Fra mille atroci spasimi 
Torments and death unending; Centuplicar sua morte— 
The more thy love to his replies Più lami, e più terribile 
My rage inflames the more. Divampa il mio furor! 
(About to go.) (Vuol partire.) 
‘Leonora. Leonora. 
Hear me! Conte! 
(Clinging to him.) Si aviticchia ed esso.) 
Count. Conte. 
What more now? Nè cessi. 
Leonora. Leonora. 
Mercy! Grazia! 
Count. Conte. 


Prezzo non avvi alcuno 

Ad ottenerla—scostati! 
Leonora. 

Uno ve n’ ha—sol uno, 

Ed io ta l’offro. 
Conte. 

Spiegati, 

Qual prezzo, di? 
Leonora. 


Me stessa! 
(Stendendogli la sua destra con dolore.) 


Conte. 

Ciel! tu dicesti? 
Leonora. 

E compiere 

Saprò la mia promessa. 
Conte. 

E sogno il mio? 
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Leonora. 
Unclose for me 
The gates of yonder prison; 
Escaping, let the prisoner but hear me— 
Then I'll be thine. 


Count. 
Wilt swear it? 
Leonora. 
I swear to him, whom my innermost spirit 
Beholdeth! 7 
Count. 
What ho! 


(A jailer appears, in whose ear the Count whispers. 
While the Count is speaking to him," Leonora sucks the 
poison concealed in the ring.) 


Leonora. 
(A cold and lifeless bride 
Thou wilt have in me!) 


Count 
(turning to IEONORA). 


My foe shall live! 


Leonora l 
(aside, her eyes filled with tears of joy). 


Shall live! Oh heaven! this boundless joy 
Too great is for words’ expression; 
But from my throbbing, panting heart 
Flow thanks in grateful confession! 
Unmoved, my fate I now await; 
Rapture, thus life completing, 
With dying breath repeating 
Thou’rt saved from death through me! 
Count. 

What words are those? oh! turn once more 
To me thy thoughts confiding. 
Ah! like a rapturous vision 
Seemeth thy kind decision. 
Thou wilt be mine! again declare, 
My heart of doubts relieving, 
Scarce in its bliss believing, 
Though promised still by thee! 

+» Leonora. 


Now come— 
Coant. 

Remember! Thou hast sworn! 
Leonora. 


My oath is sacred still. 
(They enter the tower.) 





Leonora. 
Dischiudimi 
La via tra quelle mura; 
Ch’ ei m’ oda—che la vittima 
Fugga, e son tua. 

Conte. 
Lo giura? 

Leonora. 
Lo giuro a Dio, che l’anima 
Tutta mi vede! 

Conte. 
Ola! 


(Correndo al uscio della torre. Si presenta un custode— 
mentre il Conte gli parla all’ orecchio, Leonora sugge il 
veleno chiuso nell’ anello. 


Leonora. 


(M’avrai, ma fredda, esanime 
Spoglia.) 
Conte 
(a Leonora tornado). 
Colui vivra. 


Leonora 
(Da sé, alzando gli occhi, cui fan velo lagrime di letizia.) 

(Vivra! Contende il giubile 
I detti a me, Signore!) 
Ma coi frequenti palpiti 
Merce ti rende il core! 
Ora il mio fine impavida, 
Piene di gioja attendo— 
Dirgli potrò, morendo; 
Salvo tu sei per me! 

Conte. 
Fra te che parli?—Ah! volgimi. 
Volgimi il detto ancora, 
O mi parrà delirio 
Quanto ascoltai finora— 
Tu mia! tu mia! ripetilo, 
Il dubbio cor serena— 
Ah! ch'io lo credo appena 
Udendolo da te! 

Leonora. 
Andiam. 

Conte. 
Giurasti—pensaci ! 


Leonora. 


E sacra la mia fè! 
(Entrano nella torre.) 
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SCENE II—A gloomy dungeon. 


(Azucena lying upon an old mattress, Manrico seated 
near her.) 


Manrico. 
Mother, thou sleepest not? 
Azucena. 
I have sought for slumber, 
But, ah! it flies from my weary eyelids!— 
TIl pray. 
Marrico. 
Tis the air, cold and damp, 
Perchance, with chills disturbs thee? 
Azucena. 
No; but from this tomb 
Of the living would I escape forever, 
Where confinement o’erpowers and suffo- 
cates me. 
Manrico. 
Escape! 
Azucena. 
Do not distress thee; 
(Rising.) 
These cruel tyrants cannot long oppress me. 
Manrico. 
Ah, wherefore? 
Azucena. 
Look ye! and behold already upon my brow 
The finger of death has left its impress! 


(Wringing his hands.) 


Manrico. 
Ah! 
Azucena. 
They will find here 
But a lifeless form, silent, cold and dead! 
Merely a skeleton! 
Manrico. 
Cease ye! 
Azucena. 
Dost hear not ?—coming footsteps— 
Ah! the jailors approach, who to the stake 
will drag me! , 
Defend, and save thy mother! 
Manrico. 
There's no one, 
Resume thy courage. 
approaching. 


There's no one here 





SCENA II—Orrido carcere. 


(AzuceNA giacente sopra una snecie di rozza coltre, Man- 
RIco seduto a lei d’appresso.) 


Manrico. 
Madre, non dormi! 
Azucena. 
L’invocai più volte, 
Ma fugge il sonno a queste luci, prego. 


Manrico. 
L’aura fredda è molesta 
Alle tue membre forse? 
Azucena. 
No; da questa 
Tomba di vivi sol fuggir vorrei, 
Perchè sento il respiro soffocarmi! 


Manrico. 
Fuggir! 
Azucena. 


Non attristarti; 
(Sorgendo.) 
Far di me strazio non potranno i crudi! 


Manrico. 
Ah! come? 
Azucena. 
Vedi? le sue forsche, impronte 
M’ ha già stampate in fronte 
Il dito della morte! 
Manrico. 
Ahi! 


Azucena. 


(Torcendosi le mani.) 


‘Troveranno 
Un cadavere muto, gelido!—anzi 
Uno scheletro! 
Manrico. 
Cessa! 
Azucena. 3 
Non odi?—gente appressa! 
I carnefici son—vogliono al rogo 
Trarmi!—Difendi la tua madre! 


Manrico. 
Alcuno, 
Ti rassicura, quì non volge. 
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Azucena. 


The scaffold! 
That word of terror! 


Manrico. 


Oh! mother! oh! mother! 


Azucena. 


One morning 

Fierce crowds assembled, seized my mother 
and led her 

To torture! 
flames curl! 

Round her they madly cling! her hair con- 
suming 

Now streams upward to heaven! 

Observe the glaring eyeballs 

From their orbits protruding! Ah! who has 
brought me 

To behold this dread vision? 


(Falls convulsed in the arms of Manrico.) 


Mark how the abhorrent 


Manrico. 


If filial love and words of affection 

Have power to move thy feelings maternal, 
Strive to banish these terrors, 

And seek in slumbers forgetful, both rest 


and composure. 
(Conducts her to the mattress.) 





Azucena. 


Il rogo! 
Parola orrenda! 


Manrico. 


Oh, madre!'—oh, madre! 


Azucena. 


Turba feroce l’ava tua condusse 

Al rogo—mira la terribil vampa! 

Ella n’ è tocca gia!—gia l’arso crine 

Al ciel manda faville!— 

Osserva le pupille 

Fuor dell’ orbita lor!—Ahi!—chi mi toglie 


A spettacol sì stroce! 
(Cadendo tutta convulsa tra le braccia di Manrico.) 


Manrico. 


Se m’ami ancor, se voce 
Di figlio ha possa di una madre in core, 
Ai terrori dell’ alma 


Obli cerca nel sonno, e posa e calma. 
(La conduce presso la coltre.) 


SI, LA STANCHEZZA — YES; HEAVY WOES Duet. (Manrico and Azucena) 
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(Azucena yields herself to sleep; Manrico remains kneel- 
ing beside her.) 


SCENE IlI—The door opens; enter Leonora. 


Manrico. 

How! In this darkness do I deceive me? 
Leonora. 

*Tis I, Manrico! 
Manrico. 


Oh! my Lenora! 

Oh, heaven, dost grant me in thy compas- 
sion 

Rapture so boundless ere to death they lead 
me? 


la_ men-te al. ciel 
oe 





ro. 
soar. 





soul heavn-ward shall 


(AzucENA si addormenta; Manrico resta genuflesso accanto 


a lei.) 


SCENA III—Si apre la porta, entra Leonora. 


Manrico. 

Che!—non m’inganno! quel fioco lume! 
Leonora. 

Son io, Manrico— 
Manrico. 

Oh, mia Leonora! 

Ah, mi concedi, pietoso Nume, 

Gioja si grande, anzi ch’io morra? 
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Leonora. 
Thou shalt not die, love! 
thee. 
Manrico. 
Truly! to save me? 
Leonora. 
Farewell, love! i 
Let nought delay thee, depart now, quickly! 


I come to save 


What meanest thou? 


Manrico. 

Thou comest not with me? 
Leonora. 

I must remain here! 
Manrico. 

Remain! 
Leonora. 

Ah, fly thee! 
Manrico. 

No. 
Leonora. 


Woe awaits thee! 
(Endeavoring to force him towards the door.) 


Manrico. 
No! 
Leonora. 
Life’s before thee! 
Manrico. 
Ah! no, I scorn it! 
But, lady, bend thy gaze upon me! 
Whence comes this power? what price has 
bought it? 
Thou wilt not speak? oh, dark suspicion! 
’T was from my rival thou purchased thy 
‘mission! 
Ah! thou hast sold him thy heart’s affection! 
Bartered a love, once devoted to me! 
Leonora. 
Oh, how thine anger doth blind thy vis- 
ion! 
Oh, how unjust is thy cruel suspicion! 
Obey, and fly thee, not heaven’s protection, 
If thou dost linger, can succor thee! 


Azucena 
(sleeping). 
Back to our mountains, our steps retracing. 


There peace and quiet once more embracing. 





IL TROVATORE 


Leonora. 
Tu non morrai—vengo a salvarti. 


Manrico. 
Come !—a salvarmi?—Fia vero! 
Leonora. 
Addio! 
Tronca ogni indulgio!—t’affretta!—parti! 


(Accennandogli la porta.) 
Manrico. 


E tu non vieni? 
Leonora. 

Restar degg’ io! 
Manrico. 

Restar! 
Leonora. 

Deh! fuggi! 
Manrico. 

No. 
Leonora. 


Guai se tardi! 
(Cercando di trarlo verso l’uscio,) 


Manrico. 
No! 

Leonora. 
La tua vita! 

Manrico. 
Io la dispresso— 
Pur—figgi, o donna, in me gli sguardi!— 
Da chi l’avesti?—ed a qual prezzo ?— 
Parlar non vuoi?—Balen tremendo !— 
Dal mio rivale!—intendo—intendo!— 
Ha quest’ infame l’amor venduto— 
Venduto un core che mio giurò! 


Leonora. 
Ahi, come l’ira ti rende cieco!— 
Ahi, quanto ingiusto, crudel sei meco!— 
T’ arrendi—fuggi, o sei perduto !— 
O, il ciel nemmen salvar ti può! 


Azucena 
(Dormendo.) 
Ai nostri monti ritorneremo— 


L’antica pace—ivi godremo! 
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Songs thou wilt sing me with lute attending, 
Sweet dreams shall visit our sleep as of yore. 
Manrico. 
Begone now! 
Leonora 
(casting herself down at the feet of MANRICO). 
Oh! repulse me not! 
See’st thou? I languish, 
Oppressed and fainting. 
Manrico. 
Go! I hate thee now; 
May curses blight thee! 
Leonora. 
Ah! cease reviling; 
Curse me no more, but raise thy thoughts 
‘To heaven in prayers for me 
At this dark moment! 
Manrico. i 
A chill through my bosom is swiftly cours- 
ing. 
Leonora. 


Manrico! 
(Falls on her face.) 
Manrico 
(hastening to lift her up). 
Lady! what mean you? 
Tell me! 
Leonora. 
Death’s cold hand is on me! 
Manrico. 
What, dying? 
Leonora. 
Ah! far more rapidly 
The poison sped its mission 
Than I intended! 
Manrico. . 
Oh! mortal blow! 
Leonora. 
Feel now, my hand is freezing— 
But here, within me, dread fires are burn- 
ing! 
(Placing her hand on her breast.) 
Manrico. 
Oh, heaven, what didst thou? 
Leonora. 
Sooner than live, another’s bride, 
Near thee, I preferred to die! 








Tu canterai—sul tuo liuto— 
In sonno placido—io dormiro— 
Manrico. 
Ti scosta. 
Leonora 
(è caduta ai piedi di Manrico). 
Non respingermi— 
Vedi?—Languente, oppressa, 
Io manco— 
Manrico. 
Va—ti abbomino— 
Ti maledico— 
Leonora. 
Ah, cessa!— 
Non d’imprecar, di volgere 
Per me la prece a Dio 
E questa l’ora! 
Manrico. 
Un brivido corse nel petto mio! 


Leonora. 


Manrico !— 
(Cade boccone.) 
Manrico 
(accorrendo a sollevarla). 
Donna, svelami— 


Narra— 
Leonora. 

Ho la morte in seno. 
Manrico. 

La morte!— 
Leonora. 

Ah, fu più rapida 

La forza del veleno 

Ch’io non pensava !— 
Manrico. 

Oh, fulmine! 
Leonora. 

Senti!—la mano é gelo— 

Ma qui foco orribile 


Arde— 
(Toccandosi il vetto.) 
Manrico. 
Che festi—oh, cielo! 
Leonora. 


Prima che d'altri vivere, — 
To volli tua morir !— 
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Manrico. 
Insensate! and I this angel’s love 
With curses dared repay! 
Leonora. 
I strive no longer! 
Manrico. 
Ah! hapless one! 
(The Count enters, but stops on the threshold.) % 
Leonora. 
Behold the moment! I’m dying, Manrico! 
Now, heavenly Father, pardon me, I implore 
Thee! 
Count. 
(Ah! she deceived me purposely, 
That for him she might die!) 
The block awaits him! 
(To the soldiers, pointing out Manrico.) 
Manrico. 


Mother! farewell forever! 
(Goes out with the soldiers.) 
Azucena 
(awakening). 
Manrico! my son, where art thou? 


Count. 
To death delivered! 
Azucena. 


Ah, stay thee! hear me— 
(The Count drags AZUCENA to the window.) 
Count. 


Look ye! 
Azucena. 
Heaven! 
Count. 
*Tis over! 
Azucena. 
The victim was thy brother! 
Count. 
He! horrid fate! 
Azucena. 
Thou art avenged, O mother! 


(Falls near the window.) 
Count 


(with horror). 


And I still live! 





Manrico. 

Insano!—Ed io quest’ angelo 

Osava malodir! 
Leonora. 

Più non—resisto !— 
Manrico. 

Ahi, misera!— 

(Entra il CONTE, arrestandosi sulla seglia.) 

Leonora. 

Ecco l’instante—io moro— 

Manricq!—Or la tua grazia, 

Padre del cielo, imploro! 
Conte. _ 

(Ah! volle me deludere 

E per costui morir!) 


Sia tratto al ceppo! 
(Indicando agli armati MANRICO.) 
Manrico. 


Madre!—Oh, madre, addio! 
(Parte, tra gli armati.) 
Azucena 
(Destandosi.) 

Manrico!—Ov’ è mio figlio? 
Conte. 

A morte ei corre!— 
Azucena. 


Ah ferma!—m’sdi— 
(Franscinando AzuceNa presso la tinestra.) 


Conte 

Vedi! 
Azucena. 

Cielo! 
Conte. 

E spento! , 
Azucena. 

Egli era tuo fratello !— 
Conte. 

Ei!—quale orror! 
Azucena.. 


Sei vendicata, O madre! 


(Cade a piè della finestra.) 
Conte. 


E vivo ancor! 
(Inorridito.} 


END OF THE OPERA. 
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